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Foreword 


F iction's beginning, middle and end are easily decided. But 
wheTe should autobiography 'really' begin? Ajjid the end 
presents an evident difficulty. There will be no one left to 
write it. 

I wrote one piece of autobiography — Pekin, Herts, Mfttei- 
europa. Wall Street, London, Madrid, Munich. This is another 
piece. It could have been written first. There is no valid ^ason 
for not beginning in the middle, if one can speak of the 'middle' 
of an unknown distance. 

The characters in this section, with exception of the author, 
are ne^y- Nineteen thirty-nine was a new chapter heading in 
many people s lives. 

Some say that because there are rather more characters, 
scenes and incidents than cogitations and internal monologues, 
one can have the impression of reading fiction, or the rough 
script of a play. 

I hope that may be so. 

For me, that is a way of approaching a true impression. So long 
as the people talk and act, the reader can form his own estimate 
of them and their environment, and of the author. 

For example, I find it impossible to think of any deliberate 
action of my own as mistaken. How can I know what would 
have happened had 1 done something else? But the reader, un- 
less smothered by excessive explanation, deafened by the 
beating of the breast, may judge quite otherwise. 

Andr6 Gide wrote somewhere — I think in the notebooks of 
The Counterfeiters — tjiat the writer should let the reader take 
advantage of him, feel in some sense more knowing and thus 
superior. True. And an autobiography should give the reader 
opportunity to point out the author's follies and misconceptions. 

Characters appear in a shifting context of time and place, 
acting upon it and reacting to it. In this sense they are part 
of a series of ‘period’ pieces. Otherwise I think little of the handy 
trick of assigning people or ideas to periods such as The Thirties, 
The Fifties. But these are harmless over-simplifications. 
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Not harmless at all are the over-simplifications which danger- 
ously confuse the issue of Communism. 

That issue, naturally, looms large in this book, and would 
do so even if people were not so eagier to ask M'hy £id you 
become a Communist? Why did you cease to be one? How is it, 
they ask, that while the U.S. Senate was listing you among the 
world’s'most dangerous Reds, the Reds in Prague had you listed 
as an organizer of the Western Intelligence Services? 

The danger of over-simplifying the Communist issue is seen, 
certainly, at its most numbing and corrosive in the United States. 
But Britain, and the peoples of the whole Western alliance are 
gravely infected too. 

In ^914. people who felt uncertain or chilly about the rights 
and wrongs of World War I used to be asked by enthusiasts, 
‘Would you stand aside while a German raped your sister?’ 

We have come a long way, and pessimism about sister’s fate 
has deepened. For years the question people have been told they 
must answer is, ‘Would you rather have your sister raped by a 
man from the Kremlin or a man from the Pentagon?’ 

The person who replies, ‘Neither, thanks, I have other plans 
for her’ is dubbed a treacherous neutralist; the sort of ditherer 
who cannot make up his mind which part of Soho he would 
prefer to be coshed in. 

Mr Alan Valentine, high-ranking American University Presi- 
dent and Governmental adviser, came back from an important 
mission to India annoyed by Indian ‘illogic’; by the denial that 
genuine anti-Communism must involve membership of the 
American alliance. An Indian leader said to him, ‘The trouble 
with Western logic is that it so often leads to a choice between 
two unacceptable alternatives.’ 

The sustained and strenuous act of refusing unacceptable 
alternatives — in politics or anything else — ^is called neutralism. 
It is supposed to be ‘passive’ but is not. ‘The earliest Christians 
rejected the alternatives of Pharisaical Judaism and Romanized 
paganism. They were, on that issue, ‘neutralists’. But they were 
far from passive and not ineffective. 

In politics and in every other sphere some progress is achieved 
by following Bernard Shaw’s advice to ‘get what you like, or 
you’ll grow to like what you get.’ 
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Russian lessons 


M y wife being then sixteen years of age, her mother, 
as climax of a general briefing on life-facts said« ‘And 
. when you marry and have a place of your own, remem- 
ber above all things it*s disastrous to let your head gardener show. 
If you do, he’ll devote the whole place to getting winners at the 
countv a^rirultural show or whatever it is. You'll never get so 
much as a strawberry or hyacinth or stick of asparagus for 
yourself when you want it.* 

Sound advice, I dare say, and the only thing wrong about it 
that it was proferred at too late a date — late 1931- 
Fortunately Patricia, taking a coolish Irish look at the way 
things were going in the world, never did think that the chances 
of head gardeners continuing to play a decisive role in many 
people’s lives were much better than even. Two years later, 
head gardeners had gone still further out in the betting, and 
she said to her first husband that as there must fairly soon be 
a war, rather than settle down it would be better to see as much 
of the earth and its peoples as possible while the going was 
good. So they rode over the Canadian Rockies, lived for months 
in Tahiti, toured Siam and Malaya — Patricia by now fascinated 
by the unsolved problem whether the Negroes came from there- 
abouts to Africa or went from Africa thither — lived in New 
Zealand and the Congo, motored across the Sahara, and then 
were sometimes in a Riviera villa and sometimes in the black 
north of Finland, where Lapps in red caps used to drive miles 
across the snow in sleighs to learn the latest news of what ulti- 
mately had happened to the love affair of the ex-king of England. 
I met her for the first time immediately after she had returned 
from a lone trip to Ruthenia — then the ultimate eastern point of 
Czechoslovakia. 
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I had loved that neck of the east European woods toois Mr 
Sefton Delmer (who worked for the Daily Express) and his wife, 
once — about Munich time — drove me down there from Prague, 
and we saw a man like Moses tending calves. One 'of thti calves 
leaped a ditch and got itself struck by the car. It looked poorly, 
but we ran to and fro with our hats, getting water in them from 
the roadside ditch and throwing it over the calfs head. The 
patriarch looked on in sorrow and scepticism. 

‘Poor calf,' we said, fondling its ears. 

"Not the calf is poor,’ said the patriarch, '/ am poor.’ 

We hardly knew it then, but it was the last smell ^f the old- 
time eastern European brew any of us were going to get for a 
long time. At Uzhorod we even talked to a ‘Wonder Rabbi’ — a 
Rabbi who worked miracles. Before him, there had been a more 
famous Wonder-Rabbi at Uzhorod, who, as a result of a vision, 
had defeated the Russians when they were sweeping in on the 
place in 1915. 

The wonder-Rabbi we met was his son-in-law, had come from 
somewhere in Poland and married into the business. As son-in-law 
of the Destroyer of the Cossacks he had prestige too. Also he 
deserved it, because though Mr Delmer and I visited him at 
fairly short notice, when we got there he had a copy of the Daily 
Express on his desk. It had been rushed in during the twenty-four 
hours betweeaour request for audience and our arrival. It was 
the first copy of the Daily Express ever seen in Uzhorod. But the 
Rabbi was at pains to tell us that he read the Express carefully 
every day. His favourite newspaper. 

The courteous trouble taken made us, in our turn, feel very 
polite, very gentle. Nevertheless I had to say to him ‘Do you, 
in fact, work miracles?’ 

He fluttered a white hand and very gently wagged a splendid 
black beard. « 

‘I mean’ — I said, or Mr Delmer said — ‘the people here most 
certainly suppose that you work miracles.’ 

‘The commm people,’ said the Rabbi, ‘have a tendency to 
superstition. Also they tend to confound the material with the 
spiritual. They .see a man; a Rabbi; learned; a profound student 
of the Talmud; a holy man, in fact! So they think “the spiritu- 
ality of such a man must be expressed in some unusual material 
powers." So they believe I can work material miracles.’ 
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'Aad your own attitude to this mistaken tendency? You take 
steps to counter and expose such false conceptions?' 

Tou would do well to^remember/ said the Rabbi, stroking his 
beard, afid locking with m air of interest at the Daily Express, 
'that every false conception contains, nevertheless, a kernel of 
truth.’ 

In that small nick of time that was still left to tl^t Icind of 
Europe, we also visited a Jewish seminary — though that perhaps 
is not the right word. It was perhaps the equivalent of the 
highest class of monastery. I asked a blazing-eyed young man 
with a re^ beard, who reminded me disconcertingly of a former 
sub-editor of The Times, what he felt about the Hitler m^ace. 
What, if any, preparations were being made for resistance or 
escape? Or did he think nothing would happen? 

He ttlted his head back, and looked at me over the curlmg tip 
of his b^ird with that searing look of mixed compassion and 
disdain with which men of God cannot help regarding the earth- 
bound. He was familiar, said he, with the existence and activities 
of the man Hitler, but as for himself he was interested in certain 
Talmudic studies and had little time to spare for the kind of 
question I was asking. 

Most of the Jews in that section of the continent were mur 
dered not long after. Yet who shall say that this man, getting on 
with his thinking and studies, and sarcastically damning the eyes 
of the approaching murderers had got things wrongly summed 
up? It is a ‘Grand Perhaps’. 

He was, it seemed, one of those who exist, if the situation may 
be so expressed, vertically, or intently, rather than horizontally. 
What is important, they think, is the achievement of today, and 
the petty pace of the tomorrows— even though it creeps day by 
day towards the gas chambers — should not be allowed to 
interfere or distract. 

By the time, a couple of months later, that Patricia toured 
those parts, things had got so tense that anyone who asked 
questions — ^and ,to Ssk questions was part of her purpose in 
travelling about — ^was suspect of being up tc no good. The anti- 
Nazis and the pro-Nazis, Russians red and white, and apparently 
the Wonder Rabbi, too, thought she must be the original beauti- 
ful young wmnan spy everyone had read about and should be on 
guard against. They put her in jail, and the Chief of Police 
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dropped in every morning to explain his philosophy of lii^, his 
heroic Weltscbmerz, his clear-eyed understanding that civilizar 
tion was going to the dogs. 

For the cynics, the depressed, and the bloody-mirKled, the 
period was indeed a field-day. It offered an easy-to-use X-ray of 
the supposed innards of human nature. Original sin was likewise 
clearly^ discernible. For idealists the time was stimulating, too, 
because they had always said that if things went on this way 
something horrible was going to happen, and now it was hap. 
pening. For instance, you spent two years saying at the top of 
your voice that unless the governments of the Wesfem Demo- 
cracies assisted the Spanish Republic against the forces of 
Fascism, the Western Democracies would soon, themselves, get 
it, as it were, in the neck. Probably there were saintly people 
about who, though their pleas had gone unheeded, sincerely 
hoped that their prophecies would be unfulfilled. Not so, I think, 
the majority. There was to be found a melancholy, perhaps 
really vicious, satisfaction in the ever-more apparent fact that 
the Pharisees were not going to get away with it. 

Some noble American politician, famed in annals, said when 
accused of making an unpopular statement of truth which might 
lose him votes : i would rather be right than President.’ Just so, 
there are those who would rather see a horror they have pre- 
dicted come - to pass than have to face some unpredicted 
improvement of the situation. 

Those were indeed, in Clarendon’s bitter phrase ‘reproached 
and condemned times’. In other places and periods, people might 
have felt that the only thing that could suitably occur next 
would be the end of the world. One did not, in the winter of 
’38 — ^’39 have to be so fanciful. The war would do the trick. The 
gas-mask was the expression of people’s faith in the accepted 
apocalypse. Chlorine would give the final quietus. The expecta- 
tion of those stinking and lethal clouds rolling round the Ring- 
strasse, the Boulevard des Italiens, and Piccadilly Circus, was 
serviceable, too, as affording a satisfactory'explaoiation of why 
it was so much harder for us than for the members of any 
previous generation in all history to do those things which 
ought to be done. It accounted, also, for cultural inertia, alcoho- 
lism, sexual muddle, and cold feet. 

At some meeting about that time of statesmen — in Paris or 
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Geneva — a French black-and-white artist said to me, ‘I am by 
profession a caricaturist, but here photography suffices.' It struck 
me as poignantly true then, and has often so struck me since. 
Reality goes founding past the satirist like a cheetah laughing as 
it lopes ahead of the greyhound. 

Sourer, even, than my friend the artist was another esteemed 
friend and benefactor, Robert Dell, an old man with the voice 
of an embittered crow, who looked like a mix-up i>etween a 
cavalry officer of the Edwardian Age and the late Sir Max 
Beerbohm, and was in fact the diplomatic correspondent of the 
Manchest^ Guardian. At the age of seventy-something, he still 
danced all night and worked all day — chiefly at sticking poisoned 
arrows into the Foreign Office. He would recount with malign 
gusto the story of some outrageous piece of baiting and provoca- 
tion he had been engaged upon, and then, his snow-white brows 
knitted in bewilderment, would say, ‘And do you know, Qaud, 
they didn , Ul e it a bit.’ 

Towards dawn, in Montparnasse night-clubs, as young, 
vigorous girls wilted in his arms, gasping with the exhaustion of 
the unending dance, the stale air would be cut by his raucous, 
amazed cry • ‘But we can’t go home yet, it’s only a quarter to 
six.’ 

On one such morning, as we at length relaxed at breakfast by a 
brazier on the terrace of the Caf4 du D6me, he said to me, ‘Do 
you want to get— I know the idea of the "scoop” is horribly out 
of date, everyone is so awfully nice and co-operative these days, 
don’t you find? — ^but still, do you want to get what used to be 
called a "scoop” for your horrid little paper every day?’ (The 
‘horrid little paper’ was, of course, the Daily Worker, whose 
diplomatic correspondent I then was.) 

That would be nice ’ 

‘Well then, all you have to do is to read all the continental 
papers available every^oming, take lunch with one or more of 
Europe’s leading politicians or diplomats, make up your mind 
what is the vilest a(;tion that, in Ae circumstances, the French, 
British, Italian lar German Government could undertake, and 
then, in the leisure of the afternoon, s’t down at your typewrito’ 
and write a dispatch announcing that that is just what they are 
going to do. You can’t miss. Your news will be denied two hours 
after it is published and confirmed after twenty-four.’ 
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It was a particularly encouraging piece of guidance because at 
that time Ae Daily Worker was excluded from the newil^aper 
trains which sped other London dailies across the country, so 
that I had to telegraph or telephone my messages hours before 
rival correspondents. 

It was a time when one experienced a sharp need for some 
kindlyclights amid the encircling gloom — a gloom which some- 
how seemxl worse in London (where a lot of people still thought 
you were a tedious maniac if you said there was certainly going 
to be war), than in Paris where most people thought you a bore, 
and raving at that, if you pretended to suppose anything else. 
For a while I had been more tethered to London than I cared to 
be because my friend Michael Koltzov, foreign editor of Travda, 
had recently appointed me London correspondent of that news- 
paper. 

In this situation there was, from the outset, an element of 
embarrassment, because people supposed that in such a position I 
must have special facilities for getting to understand Russian 
attitudes, ‘inside’ sources at the Russian Embassy and so on. 
People sought to pump me about Russian policies, and were sus- 
picious and offended when I said I knew no more about it than 
anyone else with a reasonable amount of common sense and 
appreciation of the fantastic. No one in London’twhere you must 
always put your needle in a haystack if you want anyone to find 
it) would haveljelieved the truthful statement 1 could have made 
about my stint with Travda. 

Soon after I had started writing daily dispatches for the paper, 
the administrative people at the Moscow office rang me up and 
instructed me to open an office in London. I said it was entirely 
unnecessary — the correspondence could be done from my own 
flat, or on a typewriter here and a typewriter there. The simple 
fact was that I do not like to have an office and secretary and all 
that implies. In an office of your own you either get through 
your work early, and then you feel guilty because you are not 
fully utilizing office and secretary, and so^you start dictating 
letters which otherwise need never have been «written; or else, 
particularly in London, you want to work through the night and 
then charwomen and caretakers come and peer at you with 
hatred and suspicion. 

But the Travda people were annoyed because, not tmderstand- 
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ing these phobias, thqr thought I was being a little insulting in a 
western Idnd of way; suggesting, in effect, that they, with the 
largest circulation of any newspaper on the turning globe, could 
not afford to hire a sipart piece of Fleet Street. What they 
wanted Vas Something with prestige to it, a classy type of job, 
as for instance a half-floor in the Reuter building. If I had sug- 
gested negotiating for a penthouse above the Daily T^egraph 
they would have thought the better of me. Money, ihey made 
clear, was no object. 

1 still dragged my feet a little and was soon not sorry to have 
done so, ^cause the next thing that happened was that various 
wives of Koltzov — he had wives in several western capitals — 
started to telephone me to say that they had heard on the grape- 
vine that Koltzov had been arrested and was due to be shot any 
day now. Many of Koltzov’s wives were known to me — ^three ot 
them had been in Spain. All of them were lovely, intelligent 
women, u'l in love with Koltzov. They hoped, because they were 
in love with him, that I would do something to save him. Because 
they were intelligent they understood at once that there was 
nothing whatever that I could effectively do. 

It was true that I talked daily with Travda when I telephoned 
my article or articles to Moscow, but I did not feel that a sudden 
plea from me : ‘Do not shoot my boss and friend of my bosom, 
he is innocent’ would carry a lot of pro-Koltzov weight in the 
Kremlin. It was well known that for several years he had been 
the personal mouthpiece and trouble-shooter for Stalin in Spain 
and other partibus mbdelium. and in Moscow Stalin’s intimate. 
One had but to remember the truth of the American saying to 
the effect that the bigger they come the harder they fall. He was 
shot. 

(Mr T. Driberg, in his little book about Mr Guy Burgess, 
mentions— in reference to my account of Koltzov in the first 
volume of this autobiography — that Koltzov has recently been 
Vehabilitated,’ which is one of those things which may be said 
to be very nice so far as they go. The notion of what might be 
termed posthunjous pardon — execution first, revision of sen- 
tence afterwards — ^is one which would certainly have aniii«ji»d 
Koltzov himself.) 

A little later Pravda took my by-line off my articles and news 
stories, which now appeared anonymously. 1 was dispropor- 
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tionately upset by that, because I recalled the loving care 
Koltzov had taken to try to find the absolutely correct RiBsian 
transliteration of the name 1 then wrote under — ^Frank Pitcairn. 
It was a question of differentiating, in Russian, the sound of the 
*a’ in Frank from that of the ‘ai’ in Pitcairn. He was a lover of 
language, and he liked to think about such things and get them 
right. 

The articles continued to appear daily for a while, and then 
stopped. For a while the salary cheques arrived as though noth- 
ing tmtoward had happened, and then they stopped, too. 

I did not, of course, know at the time whetiier Kjpltzov had 
even been arrested, let alone shot. A lot of sapient people said 
the A/hole thing was a blind and he had been sent to China on a 
secret mission of the highest importance. Since he had told 
me in Prague at Munich time that he expected to go to China, 
1 half-believed these tales. On the other hand, Pravda’s behaviour 
to his appointee in London seemed, to say the least, suspicious. 

I had no means of knowing whether I was supposed to 
continue telephoning daily to Moscow, firing words into the 
void, and whether the stoppage of pay was supposed to mean 
something, or was merely the result of some technical hitch or 
muddle of a kind which would surprise nobody at all accus- 
tomed to the bumbling workings of the Comintern. 

Besides, what about the office, for which 1 had just begun to 
negotiate? 

I asked questions on the telephone. The man at the other end 
said he had no information about anything. 1 wrote to Moscow. 
There was no answer. I visited M. Maisky, then Soviet Ambas- 
sador in London, and a^ed his advice. He was sympathetic and 
at the same time sardonically amused at the spectacle of my 
encounter with Russian bureaucracy. He said if 1 would write 
once more to fravda he would give me a covering letter, 
explaining my sense of bafflement. I wrote and he wrote, but no 
reply was ever received. (It occurs to me now that quite a lot of 
people were probably arrested and jailed pr shot just for get- 
ting a lot of letters from me. It would have beui Stalin’s idea of 
being on the safe ade.) 

I remarked to Maisky that I was glad that at least I had not 
gone out on a limb with that glamorous offlce. He said he 
admired my instinctive sense of balance. 
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All this caused me to wonder sometimes how right or wrong 
people were when they asserted that 1 had special knowledge 
of Russian attitudes. 

Oddl)b— or4>erhaps not so oddly, because I have always liked 
Americans, and the sort of man that likes Americans is liable to 
like Russians — a prominent light in my part of the gloom was 
my old friend Mr Vladimir Poliakoff, formerly diplomatic cot- 
respondent of The Times. (It was he who had firA, perhaps 
inadvertently, provided the information which ultimately led to 
the discovery — or invention, as some said — ^by The Week, of the 
famous — §r notorious, as some said — ‘Cliveden set’.) 

With the head of a Slav generalissimo, and a get-up vaguely 
suggestive of Homburg about 1906. this Vladimir Pollhkoff 
strode and occasionally tiptoed around and about the diplomatic 
world of the twenties and thirties like .a panther, which duller 
creatures deem merely picturesque or bizarre until they note 
what a turn of speed he has. Among his other notable qualities 
was an infinite capacity for taking pains to do everyone, from 
ambassadors to train conductors, small but unforgettable 
favours. A colleague, who regarded the very existence of Polia- 
koff with jealous disapproval, declared that there was not a 
Foreign Secretary in Europe whose mistress’s dog had not been 
smuggled across one or other frontier by Poliakoff. 

I met him for the first time in 1929 when I was tenuously 
attached to The Times office in Paris. The atmosphere in the 
office on that day was sulphurous. The chief correspondent, on 
calling to see the Minister of Foreign Affairs, had been informed 
by the chef de Cabinet that 'Your chief has just been with the 
Minister for an hour.’ The correspondent was at first merely 
amazed that the editor should have come over from London 
ivithout informing the office. Later, to his disgust, he learned 
that the supposed ‘chief was the peripatetic Mr Poliakoff on a 
quick trip to Paris. By Virtue of a certain manner he had, he was 
quite often taken by foreign statesmen to be the ‘man behind* 
everything from Printing House Square to Whitehall, and his 
sincere denials Aerely confirmed their belief. 

Furthermore, the assistant correspondent had been apprised by 
friends in London that Poliakoff was accustomed to refer to him 
slightingly as ‘the office boy with the silk moustache’. As a result 
of all this, the chief correspondent shut himself up in his room, 

C.Ti.— B 
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his assistant put on his hat and v«ralked out, growling, and I, to 
my alarm, was left alone with the internationally distingutshed 
Poliakoff. I saw him examining me with attention, and feared he 
would ask me high diplomatic questions whiche I sljould be 
unable to answer, and thus become discredited. 

He said, ‘What you have is the grippe. Your temperature — I 
am not accustomed to be wrong about such things — ^is a little 
over a huSldred.’ Astonished, I admitted that this was precisely 
the case. The tails of his grey morning coat flapping suddenly 
behind him, he bounded from the sofa. 

‘A-ha!’ he shouted. ‘I am the one to cure that.^A special 
remedy. Ordinary ones are futile. I proceed at once to the 
chenflst on the corner to give my instructions. Relax. I shall 
return.’ 

In ten minutes he was back and, seating himself beside me, 
took from his tail pocket a small clear-glass bottle from which 
he poured a few drops of liquid on to a huge silk handkerchief. 

‘Breathe deeply. Inhale the remedy of Poliakoff.’ 

He had his arm round my shoulder and held the handkerchief 
to my nose with the air of a field-marshal succouring a stricken 
private. The result was immediately beneficial. But 1 noticed, 
too, that the smell and general effect were exactly those pro- 
duced by a well-known, widely advertised popular remedy, the 
name of whfch I have forgotten. I was sufficiently curious to 
enquire later from the corner chemist whether a certain gentle- 
man — ^Poliakoff was easy to describe and unforgettable — had, a 
little earlier, bought a bottle of this well-known product and 
arranged for it to be specially decanted into a plain bottle. Such 
had, the chemist said, been the case. 

1 found this little manoeuvre, this taking of so much trouble 
to please, both impressive and endearing, and years later, when 
I had left The Times, was delighted to renew acquaintance with 
Mr Poliakoff at some diplomatic reception in London or Paris. 
He had a house in a square in South Kensington and there I used 
to drink Russian tea or vodka with him, or walk round and 
round the gardens while he exercised his tw2> small Afghan 
hounds and talked to me derisively, in his harsh Slavonic 
accents, of the international situation. Even when he later 
brought a libel action against me our walks and talks continued 
amicably. 
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Being a supporter of what was called ‘the Vansittart line'— 
the*notion that by a friendly policy towards Mussolini it might 
be possible to split the Axis and isolate Hitler — he was fervent 
in denunciation of thosC powerful personalities in England who, 
on the contrary, saw in Hitler a bulwark and potential crusader 
against Bolshevism and thought friendship with the Nazis both 
possible and desirable. The vigour of his campaigns and fhtrigues 
against such elements was naturally heightened b)f his know- 
ledge that some of them lost no opportunity to convince every- 
one that he himself was a hired agent of Mussolini. 

His sources of information from anti-Nazi factions in the 
British and French Foreign Offices were thus first-rate, and the 
stories that came from them had that particular zip and zing 
which you get from official sources only when a savage intra- 
mural departmental fight is going on. 

1 ruchcl about between London, Paris and Brussels, supple- 
menting and checking such stories from other sources. Vigorous 
anti-Nazis in the City, too, and on the so<alled Churchillian 
wing of the Conservative Party were also very ready with 
‘inside information.’ 

At length 1 thought I had enough and more than enough to 
write in I he Week (the little mimeographed news-sheet I ran at 
the time) a longish ‘think piece’ about the nature and aims of 
those in high places who were working, sincerely perhaps, but 
as it seemed to me disastrously, for the ‘appeasement’ of Adolf 
Hitler. There were, of course, several references to gathe ring s 
at the Astors’ Thames-side house at Cliveden. When I publish^ 
the story, absolutely nothing happened. It made about as loud a 
bang as a crumpet falling on a carpet. A few weeks later, I ran 
the whole thing again, in slightly different words, and with 
similar result. 

And then about a month later 1 did it a third time. There were 
only trivial additions to the facts already published but the tone 
was a little sharper. But it happened that this time it occurred to 
me to head the whole story ‘The Cliveden Set’ and to use this 
phrase several t!mes in the text. The thing went off like a rocket. 

1 think it was Reynolds News, three days later, which first 
picked up the phrase from The Week, but within a couple of 
weeks it had been printed in dozens of newspapers, and wi thin 
six had been used in almost every leading newspaper of the 
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Western world. Up and down the British Isles, across and across 
the United States, anti-Nazi orators shouted it from hundrecis of 
platforms. No anti-Fascist rally in Madison Square Garden or 
Trafalgar Square was complete without a denuncvition«.of the 
Cliveden Set. 

In those days, if you saw cameramen patrolling St James’s 
Square it lunchtime or dusk, you could be nearly sure they were 
there to gef a picture of the Cliveden Set going in or out of the 
Astors' London house. Geoffrey Dawson, then editor of The 
Times, and a prominent member of the ‘Set,’ comments petu- 
lantly on this nuisance in his diary. If you talked to American 
special correspondents, what they wanted to know all about was 
the Cfiveden Set. Senators made speeches about it, and in those 
London cabarets where libel didn’t matter, songsters made songs 
about it. People who wanted to explain everything by some- 
thing, and were ashamed to say ‘sunspots,’ said ‘Cliveden Set’. 

And throughout it all the members of the Cliveden Set, 
furiously, wearily or derisively, maintained that they were not 
members because there simply was not any Cliveden Set to be 
a member of. It was a myth. 

And the fact was that, however it started, it presently became 
a myth. Within a year or so, the Cliveden Set had ceased to 
represent, in anybody’s mind, a particular group of individuals. 

It had become the symbol of a tendency, of a set of ideas, of a 
certain condition in, as it were, the State of Denmark. It had 
acquired a powerful and alarming significance for people who 
could hardly have named three of those who frequented Clive- 
den. The phrase went marching on because it first had drama- 
tized, and now summarized, a whole vague body of suspicions 
and fears. 

Occasionally, moderate-minded intermediaries who felt the 
story was stirring up dangerous thoughts urged me to tone it 
down in some way — curb the monster I had set loose. I had to 
reply that in the first place I thought the picture essentially a 
true one, doing more good than harm. In the^ second place, even 
supposing that, contrary to my own convictions, I were to get 
the B B C to permit me to announce personally to the listening 
millions that the story had no foundation, that I had invented it, 
no one would pay the slightest attention. People would to 
the conclusion that 1 had been nobbled by the Cliyec^^l^ci^. ^ \ 
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I^was certainly talcen aback by the wild improbabilities which 
some correspondents were writing about the Cliveden Set. It 
looked as though quite a lot of people were getting involved, 
were being branded as lubtly scheming political intriguers, who 
would not have known a plot if you handed it to them on a 
skewer, and quite possibly had gone to Cliveden simply for a 
good dinner. But then, I reflected, if one is as ignoranf of poli- 
tical goings-on as some of them claim to be, is it very wise, even 
for a very good dinner, to go at all? I am prepared to believei 
that a lot of the people I had cast as principal figures were really 
mere caifs-paws. But then a cat’s-paw is a cat's-paw and must 
expect to be treated as part of the cat. Or, as the Chinese proverb 
puts it : 'Do not tie up your shoes in a melon field, or adjust your 
hat under a plum tree if you wish to avoid suspicion.' 

What ultimately interested, and still interests, me about the 
entire affair were not the facts about the Cliveden Set but the 
journalistic detail — the way in which a phrase can 'trigger' to 
explosion a lot of facts which, for the most part, were already 
known to hundreds of people, but remained, as it were, inert. 

‘Newspaper writing,’ said the great Thomas Barnes, mid- 
nineteenth-century editor of Fhe Times, and its true creator, ‘is 
a thing sui generis; it is in literature what brandy is in bever- 
ages. John Bull, whose understanding is rather sluggish — I speak 
of the majority of readers — requires a strong stimulus. He con- 
sumes his beef, and cannot digest it without a dram; he dozes 
composedly over his prejudices which his conceit calls opinions; 
and you must fire ten-pounders at his densely compact intellect 
before you can make it comprehend your meaning or care one 
farthing for your efforts.’ A newspaper story, he concluded, 
‘wanted a little devil in it.’ 

Poliakoff was a good man to help one put ‘a little devil' into 
one’s stories. Staid people naturally loathed him, as being an 
adventurer, a rapacious semi-oriental pirate upon the English 
seas. They had loathed in the same way the incomparable de 
Blowitz— and, indeed, one of the aspects of Poliakoff which 
gave me great pleasure was that his mind and personality, even 
his clothes, seemed in some way to connect the world of Henri 
de Blowitz, of the Second Empire, of Bismarck, and the Dreyfus 
case, with our own. 

Probably this, too, was in part, at least, a courteous trick, a 
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stage-show put on for my benefit, since he was always ale|^ to 
note what people wanted, and then, if possible, give it to them, 

‘You,* he warned me several times, ‘are a romantic. It is dan- 
gerous. On the other hand, it cannot ' be helped^ Every man 
should be allowed to choose the brand of razor he cuts his 
throat with. A minimal human demand.’ 

As a** result of this intense attention to other people, he 
learned, almost before I knew it myself, of an occurrence of 
great importance in my life. On a gusty morning in February, 
1939, we were in his study, drinking a little vodka, and talking 
partly about the Government and partly about the unaccount- 
able malaise of one of the Afghan hounds, when he said 
suddenly and angrily, ‘Pointless to talk to you this morning. Of 
what use the wisdom and experience of Poliakoff? You are 
addled. You have fallen in love.’ 

And it was, oddly enough, the morning after the party at 
which I had for the first time met Patricia. I agreed that his 
diagnosis was correct. 

‘English?’ Poliakoff asked. ‘You would never understand an 
English woman.’ 

'Not at all. A glorious Irish girl who has just come out of jail 
in Uzhorod, Ruthenia.’ 

‘Excellent,’ said Poliakoff. ‘I advise you to press forward. The 
omens seem favourable for your happiness.’ 
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S ILENTLY released — if that is the word — ^by Travda, I had 
resumed my habit of travelling at least once a fortnight to 
Paris, partly for the reason I have already indicated, partly 
because news of the kind I wanted to get was more 'available' 
in Paris than in London (where one would so often spend hours 
seeking to penetrate what one supposed was the discretion and 
'English reueeiice* of some leading figure, only to discover that 
he knew nothing anyway) and more particularly to consult and 
exchange information with such old friends and fellow-workers 
as Otto Katz (then opeiating under the name of Andr^ Simone), 
and that revered genius, Egon Erwin Kis^'h, 

Though he died abruptly at the end of a rope, pronouncing 
me responsible for his misfortune, historians ought not to forget 
Otto Katz. No portrait gallery — rogues* gallery, some would say 
— of the period would be quite complete without the putty- 
coloured visage of that most talented propagandist and 
intriguer. 

Pretty soon every schoolboy will think he knows all about 
that time, certified as having been full of starry-eyed do-gooders 
with pink illusions which, when darkness came at noon, blew up 
in their faces and turned them a neutral grey or else deep blue. 
Not so much, probabl)^, will be heard of the late Katz — a man, 
nevertheless, reeking of 85 per cent, proof Zeitgeist, and produc- 
ing some pervasive practical effects upon events. Manuals of 
journalism for schools should have a bit about him, too. 

He had sidled into my life in the summer of 1932, when he 
was acting as a kind of assistant director of the great anti-war 
congress of that year. 

After the closing session, I found myself at midnight sweating 
horribly in an hotel bedroom where Mr John Strachey, Mr 
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Gerald Hamilton, a vigorous Hungarian woman, and myself 
were translating the official German text of the congress mani-, 
festo into English which must be, all agreed, as jolly popular in 
style as the Daily Mirror and as rigidly exact as the Aljttanasian 
Creed. Just how I got into the act 1 cannot remember, and it 
certainly was exhausting. 

The ‘Hungarian woman knew German so much better than 
the rest o^ us that she concluded she must know English better, 
too, and made this clear. Mr Hamilton, whose natural prose 
style was Edwardian, became so discouraged that he took off his 
wig and sat silently nursing it on his knee, his heah gleaming 
like a new-laid egg. Mr Strachey seemed near to tears of vexa- 
tion 'at the stubborn ineptitude of everyone else. 

Every so often, a grave smile and a light sigh floated in from 
the corridor, both brought to us by a smallish, light-footed man 
with a big head and abnormally broad shoulders hunched in a 
way to suggest that his burdens were indeed heavy, but he could 
bear them, and yours, too, if you cared to confide them to him. 
His smile said that whatever might be the faults of others work- 
ing for peace that night, our little group was the salt of the 
earth — so brilliant and devoted that we should certainly 
produce splendid results, dead on time, if it killed us. He had the 
air of a stage manager going round the dressing-rooms of 
a troupe on the verge of hysteria. 

When I asked who he was, they said, ‘You don’t know who 
Otto Katz is? Oh!’ 

After the sleepless night, he invited me at breakfast-time to 
drink brandy with him on the terrace, and we talked about the 
congress. I spoke with enthusiasm. He ascertained that I had 
been, until recently, a correspondent of The Times in the 
United States. Presently he went about his business, which, as it 
turned out, was to prepare and issue to the continental news 
agencies an interview with ‘the distinguished former foreign 
director of The Times,’ who heartily endorsed all objectives of 
the congress, and had some sharply disobliging things to say 
about the British Government. * 

I protested to Mr Katz, demanding corrections ard denials of 
the story. People, I said, would think Wickham Steed had turned 
Red in the night. He said: ‘But as a sincere supporter of our 
cause and experienced journalist, you appreciate that any 
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reti|ction could be damaging to the excellent effect already 
obtained. The Times will doubtless issue any denials necessary. 
It will all help to stimulate discussion.’ 

'But it's pieposterous*to describe me like that.’ 

‘I felt the phrase made a clearer impact. In journalism,’ he 
said, fluttering his hand in a stagy gesture, ‘one should try for 
clarity of impact.’ 

His staginess had a basis in experience. He had*worked in 
various capacities for provincial theatres in northern Bohemia. 
Almost the only way to anger him was to doubt his story that 
at some Ane during that period he had been married to Marlene 
Dietrich. You could abuse him with impunity, but, if you 
doubted those nuptials, he became passionate, challengid^ you 
to go to Teplice, or wherever it was, and examine the records. 

Along some political or journalistic channel — it was certainly a 
career open to talent — he had moved into the ti multuous Berlin 
entourage ol the late Willi Muenzenberg, whom many people 
took to be the main dynamo of the German Communist Party. 
Whatever may be the truth about all that, Muenzenberg — ^who 
claimed to be an illegitimate nephew of Kaiser Wilhelm II — ^had 
made a vital impact upon the political life of Europe. He had 
snatched the journalism of the extreme Left from the hands of 
the pedants, insisted that a modern revolutionary newspaper 
could be as 'popular’ in today’s terms as an old-time revolu- 
tionary broadsheet, and that the technical tricks, skills, and 
‘appeal’ of the stunting, pandering, sensation-mongering capita- 
list press were to be not despised, but learned. His success, par- 
ticularly with the picture paper AIZ, which for a time was the 
largest-circulation weekly in central Europe, Lad important 
consequences in Italy, France and Latin America. Muenzenberg’s 
offices in the Wilhelmstrasse, across the way from the Foreign 
Office, were also the centre of those numerous international 
organisations (the League Against Imperialism for example), 
which, while the Communists supplied the inspiration and 
driving force, did •ot moments of crisis rally many SOTts and 
conditions of* non-Communists and anti-Communists who 
wanted to get moving and found no ‘her bus going their way. 

In all this, Otto Katz was first the pupil, later the right-hand 
man and, ultimately, it was often asserted, the inspirer of Muen- 
zenberg; he was certainly the chief engineer of the Muenzenberg 
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machine. After Hitler moved in on both sides of the Wilhelm- 
strasse, Katz, who now called himself Andr6 Simone, opeVated 
from a series of headquarters in Paris. He padded about Paris, 
Geneva, London, New York and Chicago, cxerciiyng a^d deve- 
loping an almost necromantic capacity for getting people who 
naturally loathed and suspected one another organised for joint 
action.«>The nature of the — so to speak — material he worked on 
seemed not to interest him greatly: he was as happy welding 
mutually hateful novelists and poets into a literary League for 
the defence of this or that, as he was when arranging for a 
couple of Tory Lords and someone from Transports House to 
turn up on a platform with the editor of l’Humanit4. The more 
improbable the combinaison, the more it charmed him. Indeed, 
after a visit with him to the United States, the Roman Catholic 
Prince Loewenstein told me that, though prepared for any- 
thing, he had, after all, been startled when he saw Herr Simone- 
Katz ‘genuflect three times and kiss the ring of a cardinal to 
whom he then presented a Marxist professor just out of jail in 
Rio de Janeiro.’ 

All this time Katz was busy, too, as a very sharp-shooting 
press agent and public relations counsellor for the organisations 
in which he was interested. Almost weekly he brought off the 
tricky shot of planting a damaging anti-Fascist story in a pro- 
Fascist newspaper, and under his original impulse his stories ran 
about the world like snooker-balls. They certainly had ‘impact’. 
He regarded journalism simply as a means to an end, a weapon. 
In this I found him sympathetic. Long before, in New York and 
Washington, I had come to the conclusion that the real humbug 
of the press begins only when newspapers pretend to be neutral, 
impartial fact-purveyors, ‘servants,’ so help me, ‘of the public.’ 

Arriving in Paris from Spain unexpectedly one day during the 
Spanish War, I telephoned Katz at the office of the Agence 
Espagne, the news agency of the Republican Government which 
he organised and directed. As was usual when one telephoned 
any office run by Katz, an excited voice said, ‘Si, si, mais, s’il 
vous plait, be so good speak deutsch, bitte schden, momentito,’ 
and then Katz came on the line shouting, ‘Thank God you’re 
here, come at once, urgent.’ He plunged immediately into busi- 
ness. ‘Have I ever told you that you are considered by many, 
myself included, the best journalist in the world?’ 
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‘Often, when you wanted to get something for nothing out of 
me/ * 

‘Well, what I want now is a tip-top, smashing, eye-witness 
accoxmttff th« great an(5-Franco revolt which occurred yester- 
day at Tetuan, the news of it having been hitherto suppressed 
by censorship/ 

I said I had never been in Tetuan and knew of no revolf there. 

‘Not the point at all/ he said impatiently. ‘Nor hafe I heard 
of any such thing/ The point, he explained, was that a crucial 
moment had been reached in the supply of arms to the battling 
Spanish R^ublicans. 

Occasionally, despite non-intervention, the government of 
L6on Blum, under pressure from the Left, agreed that all*con- 
cerned should shut both eyes tight while military supplies were 
rushed across the Catalan frontier. At this moment a major 
battle wa,s being mounted in Spain. On the frontier a big con- 
signment of Held guns was ready. The outcome of the battle 
might depend on its getting through. Next morning a strong 
deputation of Communist deputies and others was to call on 
Blum, asking for a little shut-eye. Blum, naturally, was always 
more malleable when anything happened to suggest that Franco 
might, after all, lose the war. It was thus essential, Katz pointed 
out, that a jolt of that kind should be administered now. Some- 
thing with a clear psychological impact. What better for the 
purpose than news of a sudden revolt against Franco at the very 
origin and source of his first onslaught, Spanish Morocco? Why 
not, for instance, Tetuan? That, he said, would have impact. 

There seemed to be just a chance, and we worked on that 
story at a high pitch of anxiety and excitement. Our chief 
anxiety was that, with nothing to go on but the plans in the 
guide-books, which were without contours, we might have 
Democrats and Fascists firing at one another from either end of 
an avenue which some travelled night-editor would know had a 
great hump in the middle. The fighting, accordingly, took place 
in very short streets «nd open squares. As we saw it, an import- 
ant feature of die affair was that sections of the Moorish sol- 
diery, sickened by losses in Spain, i..'.d joined with civilian 
victims of colonial oppression and Spanish anti-Fascists in 
united, if desperate, action. It meant that the same thing might 
happen in Spain itself. Katz was insistent we use a lot of names. 
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of both heroes and villains, but express uncertainQ' over some 
of them — thus in the confusion of the struggle outside the bar- 
racks it had been impossible to ascertain whether the Captain 
Murillo who died so gallantly was flie same Captain Murillo 
who, months ago in Madrid. . . . 

In the end it emerged as one of the most factual, inspiring and 
yet s</ber pieces of war reporting I ever saw, and the night 
editors Idv^ it. When the deputation saw Blum in the morning 
he had been reading it in newspaper after newspaper and appre- 
ciating its significance. He was receptive to the deputation's 
suggestions. The guns got through all right, and the Republicans 
won that battle. 

(I^should say here that when, a little while ago, I published 
part of this story in New York, a defender of Blum wrote a 
furious denial that such could have been his attitude. He pur- 
ported to know — I have no idea how — that no such motives 
could have actuated Blum. He may, of course, be right. Perhaps, 
for instance, Blum was interested because a revolt in Tetuan 
would shake the faith of betwixt-and-between Franco sup- 
porters in France, who thus would be less liable to make a 
scandal about the dispatch of arms to the Republicans. The 
defender I refer to wrote with such assurancQ^that one is forced 
to suppose it at least possible that he really did have some know- 
ledge not available to other people. The supposition is at least 
strong enough to make it seem only fair to put his view — which 
I still think quite mistaken — on record here.) 

Many people to whom I have at one time and another told 
this little story of the Tetuan revolt have been themselves 
revolted, profoundly shocked. Or at least they said they were. 
When 1 first published it as part of an article in a weekly paper, 
Mr R. H. Crossman, Labour Member of Parliament, referred to it 
with disgust in a piece he wrote for the News Chronicle. Aware 
that Mr Crossman had himself played a considerable role in 
British wartime propaganda, I was in turn taken aback. Was it, 
then, possible that throughout the life-and-death struggle with 
Hitler our propagandists had all along taken the view that their 
paramount duty was to be gentlemen, and not to tell lies, how- 
ever damagingly misleading these might be to the enemy? What 
about, I thought as I noted Mr Crossman’s disdain for the Tetuan 
trick, the ‘Man Who Never Was’ and suchlike episodes? 
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Reading on, I w^as fascinated to find that vtrhat fretted Mr 
Qossman was not that the thing had been done, but that I 
seemed to be quite happy, retrospectively, to have had a hand in 
it. Accoiiding to him, irVas true that he and colleagues had 
done that sort of thing during the war, but they had done it 
with gentlemanly distaste. ' "Black” propaganda,’ wrote Mr 
Crossman, 'may be necessary in war, but most of us whrf prac- 
tised it detested what we were doing.’ 

A comfortable ethical position, if you can stop laughing. To 
me, at least, there seems something risible in the spectacle of a 
man firing %ff his propaganda-lies as, one presumes, effectively 
as he knows how, but keeping his conscience clear by ‘detesting’ 
his own activities. After all, if he docs not think the cause for 
which he is fighting is worth lying for, he does not ha\e to lie at 
all, any more than the man who sincerely feels that killing is 
murder is forced to shoot at those enemy soldiers. He can be- 
come a conscientious objector, or run away. ‘Paris vaut Men 
une messe,’ and I do not recall that Henry of Navarre ever 
claimed that he had detested his own ‘cynical’ behaviour. 

At any rate, Katz had none of these inhibitions and did his 
work con amore. He had, of course, his failures, most of them, 
so far as 1 could observe, resulting from a quality rather often 
found in people of his background, namely a tendency to get in 
a muddle about the English. I do not have that background, but 
1 am conscious of being in a muddle about them too. He could 
simultaneously attribute to them almost super-human cunning 
and intelligence, and sub-human stupidity and credulity. He 
would thus sometimes spend time shooting, so to speak, at gun- 
emplacements which did not exist, and at others imagine that 
he had duped people by some manoeuvre which the simplest 
could see through. 

He was very proud of having secured for whatever office it 
was he was finally running in Paris — 1 have forgotten what 
name it went under — ^the services of a young Czech who, Otto 
claimed, could pass ftiywhere as an absolutely typical young 
Englishman. 1 forget, too, just what benefits were suppo^ to 
accrue from this — perhaps the idea was that in this role he 
could better effect contact with voyaging V.1.P.S, make friends 
and influence people. A little difficulty was, that for reasons no 
doubt sufficient, the young man would have had trouble in get- 
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ting a visa to go to England to get the ‘tip-t<^* English clothes 
which Otto, by now quite intoxicated with his particular Pyg- 
malion act, thought desirable. However, a Paris tailor was found 
who claimed to understand, more or less, what was a3nsidered 
correct for business or le sport by English chic (in both senses of 
the world) types. And they rigged that poor young Comintern- 
comn^ndo up in an outfit of which it could be said that anyone 
who did hot immediately discern on seeing him coming that this 
must be some Czech dressed up in a Frenchman’s idea of an 
Englishman would have needed his eyesight tested. 

I said as much to Otto, who was offended and became moody. 
Then a fine idea cheered him. 

‘Are you so sure.’ he said gently, ‘that you yourself under- 
stand quite what is the correct thing in England? After all. my 
friend, you have lived so much of your life in central Europe, in 
the United States. And even in London, do you see a great deal 
of the right people, socialites and such ? It is easy to lose touch 
with English Society. It is not,’ he added kindly, ‘your fault. All 
the same, in my view Tommy looks absolutely . . . what is the 
word? . . . pukkah.’ 

He laughed, repeating ‘pukkah’ with pleasure. 

‘Tommy?’ I asked, incredulously. 

‘I want,’ said Otto, ‘us all to get used to calling him “Tommy”. 
A good, noir-committal name.’ 

Irked, I could only remark that the address of his new office 
was, in every sense, a good one — it was in the Rue de I’Andenne 
Com&iie. 

I never knew just how Otto Katz got out of France a little 
while before the twist of events which produced in turn the 
Nazi-Soviet Pact and the suppression of the French Communist 
Party. He escaped the fate of those refugees who were first 
arrested by the French and then killed by the Germans. He spent 
the greater part of the war, I think, in Mexico^ returning later, 
after the German defeat, to Prague where he became a kind of 
foreign or diplomatic adviser to the official Communist news- 
paper Rude Vravo. 

Some years later he was hanged by the Communists, and just 
before he went to the gallows made a confession saying that he 
would have done well enough had he not, at an early date, been 
misled and recruited by me as an agent of the British intelli- 
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genc^ service. The statement made quite an impact in Prague, 
and several dozen people were arrested, and some of them 
tortured, for just having known me at one time or another. 

Our fiiend,4gon Erwift Kisch, of whom 1 saw a good deal in 
that period before the war, had, so 1 believe, died before these 
events took place. At the time of his death or until just before 
it, he had been Mayor of Prague. 

Polgar says somewhere of somebody that ‘his dearest wisn 
would have been to have been born in Czemowitz, and, since he 
is a darling of the Gods, even this has been granted him.’ In the 
same way 1 dare say that Kisch, who loved Prague with a 
passion unsurpassed even by the passion of those who^love 
Edinburgh or Dublin, would have considered that to be born in 
Prague and finally become Mayor of that city was about as final 
a consummation of dreams as any man could expect — except 
that he ha:' for most of his life, less than no reason to expect it, 
considering that as he grew up there he was spat on by all high 
authority as a loathsome little radical newspaperman, Jewish 
into the bargain, and later had to fly lor his life, an exile who, 
were he to return after the Germans had taken over, would be 
not merely spat on but tortured and hanged. 

Perhaps, if he had lived long enough, he might have ulti- 
mately joined Katz on the gallows, for in that panic ‘purge’ 
nobody was safe. However, Kisch was less vulnerable than 
Katz, being a sort of municipal, if not national, hero, his writings 
loved and admired by people who totally disagreed with him 
politically. Because his books were world-famous, the Prague 
people saw in him a world-wide adveitisement for themselves. 

Though little known in England, Kisch was an important 
phenomenon in the history of European journalism. For it was 
he who first introduced to central European journalism the 
western, Anglo-Americqp conception of reportage. Until his 
bustling, thickset figure, vehicle for gypsy-sharp eyes and an 
enquiring nose — he looked rather as an Aberdeen terrier would 
look if it were lewiSh — first hustled into the back streets of 
Prague (streets vroich in the end were so long that they todc 
him to Pekin, Madrid, and Sydney), the term 'reporter* was not 
noble in Emvpe. Noble was rather to sit in an editorial office 
writing ‘think pieces’, or else — k la Fran 9 aise — conduct huge- 
scale enqu6tes into situations of various kinds, in which 
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observed phenomena served as sparse pegs on which were hung 
a whole wardrobe of political speculation or general philosophy. 

Within weeks of its first appearance Kisch’s first bocdc of 
articles — ‘The Rushing Reporter’ — changed all that. It SPW more 
than a million copies. To be a reporter became the fashion, and 
quite old men who hitherto had signed their articles as ‘Doctor* 
this or ‘Professor’ that, proudly proclaimed themselves ‘repor- 
ters’ and claimed to be out for the facts. 

As in the careers of all men who succeed in doing what they 
want to do and somewhat more, luck played in Kisch’s career a 
notable role. He was. of course, lucky not to be assassinated in 
China or Mexico— lucky, indeed, as he said to me once ‘being a 
central European Jew of the twentieth century to have lived a 
long time without being tortured even once.’ Personally I have 
always been very interested in luck, and, to me, more impressive 
than these later instances was the luck he had in connection 
with his first great journalistic coup in the strange and lurid 
affair of Colonel Redl. 

Colonel Redl may well have been the greatest agent double of 
the twentieth century, so far as it has gone. Or else, perhaps he 
merely seems so because he was one of those who ultimately got 
caught. In such cases, as with murderers, jt is only possible to 
assess the relative qualities of those who, in the long run, did 
not quite make the grade. 

At any rate, he was good enough in that role to have achieved, 
a few years before the outbreak of World War I, the distinction 
of being simultaneously the chief of the counter-espionage 
system of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, and the chief of the 
Russian espionage system against the Austro-Hungarian Empire. 

His start on the ladder to this eminence was commonplace 
enough — ^young officer of middle-class background trying to 
keep up with the aristocratic von Joneses, needs money, spotted 
by international spy-ring, gently lured, then trapped, then black- 
mailed. Homosexual too. The story so far is pure corn. How- 
ever, what happened next was more unxKual, and a tribute to 
Redl’s personal qualities. He seems to have been one of those 
men who could make a virtue — ^if this is not a contradiction in 
terms — out of the most dire of necessities. He freed himself 
from the squalid international spy-bureau in Brussels by getting 
the people in St Petersburg to buy him out, promising them that. 
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given enough money, he could get them their money's*worth 
manjf times over. From this point on, the ladder became a 
double ladder, like something in a circus act, and with astcmish- 
ing aplogib R^l made each ladder co-operate with the other, all 
to the swifter advancement of Redl. Thus he pointed out to the 
Russians that it would be a great advantage from their view- 
point if he were to get on to the inside of the Austrian qjilitary 
counter-espionage organization. But to do so, and to get to any 
worthwhile position in it, he would need to render some 
services. Why not, for instance . . . ? The Russians saw the point 
immediately and gave Redl the names of a couple of their own 
spies in Austria-Hungary whom he then 'unmasked’ — earning 
in Vienna the reputation of a smart man. The process continued 
until he was right at the top of both ladders. He would give 
little ‘briefings’ to Austrian spies going into Russia, telling them 
how patriotic and heroic they were. They were not to know 
that th^r jobs were even more risky than they supposed, since 
Redl had, when it suited him, tipped off St Petersburg to their 
identities, and they were shot almost before the Carpathians 
were out of sight behind them. Information and lives were 
swapped to the satisfaction of both intelligence services, both of 
which were able to prove — in St Petersburg as in Vienna — that 
they were getting results. 

The result for Redl was that he became a member of the ‘inner 
council' of the General Staff of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, 
and — pari passu — the most important Russian agent in the 
world. And in 1913 he sold to the Russians the whole of the 
Austro-Hungarian ‘order of battle', laboriously worked out over 
many years, for the event of war on the eastern front. 

One part of the climax came because of something which 
one may evaluate as one will — either as the spatulate bumbling 
of Russian bureaucracy, the casually criminal inefficiency of all 
intelligence services, of simply the fact that it is almost always 
almost fatal to pin any faith to the belief that the professionals 
in any line, froni newspaper-proprietorship to the Field- 
Marshals, have much idea of what they are up to. 

However that may be, the Russians* sent off the preliminary 
payment for the big sell-out in an envelope addressed to ‘Opera 
Ball Thirteen,’ Poste Restante, Central Post Office, Vienna. And 
Redl’s own men, who naturally had no notion of their chiefs 
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double role, happened to intercept the document. The sum 
inside was so large that Redl was asked at a meeting df .the 
Inner council’ whether he did not think that this must be the 
clue which would lead to the apprehension of whatev^ indivi- 
dual or group was responsible for numerous leakages which had 
recently occurred. He was forced, as a loyal member of the 
General Staff, to arrange for two detectives to be permanently 
on duty .^t the General Post Office, with a bell rigged up to 
inform them so soon as anyone came to claim that letter. 

Naturally, Redl could not resist the suggestion. The detectives 
were placed in the back office with a bell. And Redl Vould have 
sat down to wait for ever, or until the heat went off, to collect 
his n.oney, had it not been for his friend — a stable boy whom 
he had financed into an expensive cavalry regiment — ^who at 
this moment reminded him that he (the young lad) was madly 
in love with an actress, and that he proposed to see nothing 
further of Redl, unless Redl could see his way clear to buy one 
of the new-model Daimler cars and take him — the stable boy — 
on a glamorous motor trip through fashionable resorts in Swit- 
zerland and on the Riviera. Otherwise, true love would triumph, 
and it would be the actress. And the friendship-trip in the 
Daimler, if it was to come off at all, must come off now — at the 
most in a week. 

Without, the Russian payment Redl could not buy the 
Daimler. He took a chance. Just before the General Post Office 
in the Stefanstrasse closed, at five o’clock in the afternoon, he 
took a taxi thither, went in, asked for a letter addressed to 
‘Opera Ball Thirteen’. The clerk, as instructed, handed him the 
letter and at the same time rang the bell notifying the detectives 
that the big moment had come. But, as so often happens when 
the big moment comes, the detectives — already bored by their 
seemingly senseless vigil — were now reflecting that it was Sat- 
urday night, that the post office would be closed in a few 
minutes, that in an hour or so they would be escorting their girl- 
friends to the Prater. They had their trousers off and were iron- 
ing them to give the chic crease. It took th^ just that little 
while after the bell rang to leap into those trousers. 

Nevertheless they did get into their trousers and out of the 
building just in time to espy the number of Redl’s taxi; they had 
the good luck, a quarter of an hour later to encounter that same 
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tax^ homeward'bound across the Stephan's Platz; they traced, 
point by point whither the fare had gone; and they found, as 
they cruised, down behind the back cushions of the taxi, a 
leather sheath — the soft of small leather sheath that would, in 
those days, be used for a paper-knife. He had needed it to cut 
open the Russian letter. 

That was how they traced him to the Hotel Herrenhdf, where 
they told the man at the reception desk they were lOoking for a 
spy, and he laughed, and they asked ‘Why does that make you 
laugh?’ and he said, ‘Because this is the Vienna residence of our 
biggest sfy-catcher — did you not know? — Colonel Redl.‘ 

Nevertheless they asked the receptionist to show the little 
sheath to every guest who went in or out, and enquire v^ether 
he had lost it, and when Colonel Redl — ^in civilian clothes, and 
all ready for the trip to Switzerland and the Riviera — came 
down, t'!’*'}' perfunctorily showed it him, and he said, ‘My God, 
yes, that’s mine, now where did 1 . . . ?’ 

Then he saw the detectives, watching him. He walked about 
Vienna all evening, and by the time he returned to his hotel 
there was a military commission there to hand him a revolver. 
He waited until six in the morning anu then shot himself. The 
military commission took off for Prague where Redl had his 
headquarters, and a communique was issued to the newspapers 
announcing that Colonel Redl had died suddenly of a heart 
attack. The Imperial Government was particularly anxious to 
keep secret facts which, if known, would provide propaganda 
ammunition to the Czechs, the Yugoslavs, the Socialists and all 
those others who proclaimed the regime rotten at the core. 

This was where Kisch’s luck came in. The day at whose dawn 
Redl shot himself at the Herrenhof in Vienna, was a Sunday. 
And for that day had been scheduled an Association Football 
match in Prague between a team from Dresden City and a team 
representing the Prague newspaper Bohemia. The advance 
betting was all on the Bohemia team, but they lost, because at 
the last moment their goalkeeper did not turn up and could not 
be found anyvifhere. 

The Editor of Bohemia at the time — and if this did not make 
him a darling of the Gods nothing could — ^was Egon Erwin 
Kisch. Late that Sunday night, after the bitterness of the lost 
match, Kisch at length interviewed the missing goalkeeper—^ 
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wrho excused himself by sa3dng that he had had an urgent job 
to do. He was, by occupation, a locksmith. * 

‘A job?’ snarled Kisch. ‘On a Sunday? Why not come right 
out with it and admit you were too drunk to get qpt of«bed in 
time for the match?’ 

The locksmith told him things had not been like that at all. 
A military commission had been there — searching the personal 
headquartel^ of Colonel Redl, and they had needed the services 
of a skilled locksmith to force dozens of locks on Redl’s private 
desks and drawers. Wide-eyed, the young locksmith told Kisch 
of the things discovered in those drawers — the aut!bgraphed 
photographs of young men, the bundles of letters, the conversa- 
tion aUout these matters that went on between the members of 
the commission. 

By this time, Kisch had forgotten his displeasure at the defeat 
on the soccer held. He questioned and cross-questioned, and the 
next issue of Bohemia carried a dementi which ran to several 
columns length. Because of the censorship it had to be couched 
in a certain form. ‘It is entirely untrue that Colonel Redl, who 
died a perfectly natural death of a heart attack on Sunday 
morning, was in fact . . .’ The facts, all denied, then followed. 
And even at that more than half the issue of the paper was 
seized and burned by the police. 

It was thus that Kisch, in his way, like — though in other ways 
so unlike — Poliakoff, for me linked past Europe with the 
present Europe and helped to make the present Europe more 
bearable, more intelligible. Whatever astounding and even dis- 
maying things seemed to be happening, they were no more 
astounding or dismaying than a lot of things that had happened 
before. 

We used, in that strange spring before der Pakt and the war 
which we all, erroneously thought, was going to be the end of 
everyone, to take, sometimes, the pleasant air of Touraine, in 
the company of a man whose real name I have never known 
nor ask^ — ^he was called simply Monsieur^ Bob. His parents 
were wine-growing peasants in Touraine, and 'he himself — I 
have been told, and I think it is true — ^was an officer of .some 
French cavalry regiment which was attached (either as guard or 
demonstration) to the French Embassy in Russia at the time of 
the revolution. 
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■yyhether it was cavalry or not, the fact was that when the 
showdown came — ^when the French were supposed to rush at 
the revolting proletariat — ^this young officer refused to order 
them 90 to do. Indeed Ire ordered them, and they seem to have! 
acted with vehemence, to assault the other lot — ^the Reds. At any 
rate, whatever it was he did was heinous, and he was sentenced 
to death in France, should he ever return to the jurisdibtion. In 
the end there was an armistice on that sort of thing — I suppose 
as a result of the Franco-Soviet Pact (these things always seem 
of life-and-death importance at the time and afterwards you 
forget what on earth the sequence really was). So there he was 
in France, a gentle, dapper little man cocking a Tourai^e pea- 
sant’s eye at the Comintern of which he was a principal agent. 

1 had met him a couple of years before in Spain where he had 
arrived suddenly on a tour of inspection. 1 had expected some- 
one grim who, probably, would weigh me in the balance and 
find me much wanting. I took a terrible chance by recommend- 
ing to him — a Tourangeois — a certain Catalan wine I had dis- 
covered, telling him that it was as good as a medium-grade 
French claret. Fortunately, for he was a fastidious little man, he 
thought so too, and we became friends over the first bottle. 

Occasionally, when there was time, he would drive me and 
one or two other wine-lovers such as Kisch, down to his parents’ 
vineyard. They were a gnarled old couple, looking as though 
they had been toiling in that vineyard since about the time of 
Voltaire. And although neither of them had ever been farther 
from home than Tours, they thought their son's sensational and 
even bizarre career quite a natural thing to happen in the world. 
On account of their almost rigorous hospitality, after a couple 
of hours at their farm-house one lived in a golden haze. They 
would open a bottle of their wine, give you a glass and ask what 
you thought of it. 

You drank and commented admiringly — and it really was 
very good. 

Tlie old man wollld look at you as though he had found him- 
self entertaining an escaped lunatic. 

‘Good? You think that good? But my dear sir, forgive me for 
asking, but where have you been all your life? Now permit me 
to draw your attention to this bottle. You will see the 
difference.’ 
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You drank a glass or two of the nnct bottle, and you did^see 
the difference and said so. 

'Wonderful!' 

‘Wonderful? You can find that wondefful? Goodbyes, J agree. 
But not wonderful. Now nearer to being wonderful is this.’ 

Bottle after bottle was opened on a deliciously ascending 
scale, ufitil the peak of the sublime was reached. Once, igno> 
rantly, I rSnarked of the last, the most sublime bottle of all, 
that it must fetch an enormous price in Paris My host jumped 
as though at an indecent suggestion. 

‘Sell that to Paris? My dear sir. That is our best ^ine. We 
can’t sell that. We drink it ourselves.’ 

It was during one of these golden interludes that Monsieur 
Bob first sought to convey to me, with infinite discretion, the 
possibility, theoretical as yet, of something in the nature of a 
German-&viet Pact. To most of us at that time the notion was 
both outrageous and incredible. And if rumours were heard, we 
supposed them to have been put about by reactionary agents. 

‘But if,’ said Monsieur Bob, sighing deeply and stroking the 
stem of his wine-glass, ‘the British simply do not want to come 
to a serious agreement with Moscow?’ (This must, 1 suppose, 
have been in late May or early June.) ‘Suppose,’ he said, ‘that 
le patron’ (it was the way Stalin was always referred to at that 
time) ‘suppose le patron — on the basis, you understand, of 
information received — believes that secretly the British still hope 
to come to an agreement with Hitler themselves? An agreement 
which will send him eastwards instead of westwards? What do 
you think le patron would do? What could he do, except per- 
haps turn the tables on them and buy a little time for Russia 
by sending him westwards first, en attendant the real battle in 
the east?’ 

‘But good God — ^an agreement with Hitler? With that 
aggressor and murderer, the leader and organiser, after all, my 
dear Bob, of anti-commimism everywhere?’ 

‘Are all Scotsmen,' asked M. Bob, oddly echoing Poliakoff, 
‘somewhat romantic? I would draw your attention tq the fact 
that we are talking about serious international politics. But of 
course nothing of the kind may ever happen. Perhaps London 
will all at once come to its senses. I have great faith-^perhaps 
it is I who am now being romantic — in English common sense. 
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Perh|ps' — and it was a phrase you heard over and over again 
in Paris at the time — ‘perhaps Aey will send for Churchill and 
put an end to all this fooling about ’ 

Perhaps it was the wine, perhaps it was the fact that Patricia 
was due to come over to Paris in a day or two — ^for whatever 
reason, I paid at the time too little attention to this conversation 
in which, as I saw later, my friend Bob was seeking to offer me, 
from his own inside position, a cautious pre-view of tfie possible 
shape of things to come. So that when, a good many weeks later, 
the first immistakable indications that ‘der Pakt’ was going to 
be a reality came, soon after midnight, over the tickertape at 
the Savoy Hotel in London, 1 was almost as startled as a^one 
else. 

Nevertheless, when the earthquake occurred, I found that 
Bob’s warning had subconsciously prepared me for it. Also his 
manner and personality were strong antidotes to panic. He was 
one of thou ^ho at moments of exhaustion and darkness of 
mind, revive one’s confidence in the human race. He had the 
virtues, such as courage, clarity of mind, and firm philosophy, 
which were to be found among the best Comintern agents, with- 
out the occupational vices of many of them, such as rigidity, 
pomposity, affectation, parrot-talk and the arrogance bom of 
basic insecurity 

He was one of those men who really do love their fellow-men 
like brothers and are, literally, prepared to be martyred for their 
sakes. He accepted the most rigid discipline because he con- 
sidered it necessary to victory. Some march in step because they 
find it easier than walking alone. Monsieur Bob was not one of 
those. He was one of those, however, who in shedding their 
illusions do not also shed their hopes. 
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A MAN who claims to have been present at the time told 

f\ me recently a poignant story of a discussion held in 
/tL the Kildare Street Club, Dublin, in the last week of 
August 1939 . 1 suppose if you amalgamated the London Carlton 
Qub and the Athenaeum and then stuffed the end product with 
moth-balls, you would get something resembling the Kildare 
Street Club. (It is, for instance, the place where two men quar- 
relled for life because, due to acoustics and confused mentality, 
while Mr A was making bitter comments on the coldness of the 
bath water, Mr B understood him to be aspersing, as frigid, Mr 
B*s daughter.) 

However, by the late August of that year the news that some 
kind of international conflict might well be brewing was already 
known at the Club. The late Earl of Wicklow, mulling over the 
situation with friends, said they could take it from him that 
the whole idea of war was nonsense. 

'Austria-Hungary,’ said he, ‘has learned her lesson from the 
last war. If Hitler were to attack, Austria-Hungary would take 
him in the rear, and he knows it.’ 

With regret, his friends reminded him that Austria-Hungary, 
as such, no longer existed, and that its disparate portions were, 
directly or indirectly, under the control qf Hitler himself. 

The Earl reflected briefly and then said, ‘Well, be that as it 
may. Hitler will still not dare to act. He has to reckon with the 
Serbs. The Serbs, and mark my words, the Serb is a good fighting 
man,’ said he, 'hate the Boche. Serbia will take l^itler In the rear, 
and he knows it.’ 

Sadly th^ told him the situation regarding Serbia — ^how it 
had ceased to exist as a separate nation, been merged into Yugo- 
slavia, and how, for various reasons, Yugoslavia was in no 
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sort pf shape to be conducting decisive attacks upon Hitler's 
rear, 

‘In that case,' said the Earl of Wicklow, ‘the whole thing is 
reduced*to an*absoIute farce.' 

The idea that the whole thing had been reduced to an absolute 
farce was, with more or less justihcation, according to your 
viewpoint, the first reaction of millions of honest BritonS to the 
news that ‘hammer’ Molotov and champagne merchant Ribben- 
trop were together in Moscow, arranging to be friends for ever- 
more. Wi^, encouraging and inaccurate to the last, the British 
Foreign Omce spokesman said. ‘All the Isms are Wasms.’ 

No one old enough to have been politically conscious at that 
time is likely to forget the bubble of passions, the frantic accusa- 
tions and counter-accusations, the ‘agonizing re-appraisals’, the 
re-affirmations of faith, the hubbub of emotions, which there- 
upon broke out. And, of course, people too young to have been 
there mvKt I ^ now find a lot of the excitement irrelevant and 
incomprehensible. It was real enough that night. 

The Daily Worker, where it was axiomatic that reports of 
any agreement between Hitler and Stalin were vile Fascist in- 
ventions, had long since gone to press, and 1 was having supper 
at the Savoy with my tempestuous friend Mr Wilfred Macartney 
— another man who, criticise him as you may (and there have 
been times when he seems to have positively gone out of his way 
to get criticised), was certainly an incarnation of the Zeitgeist. 

I have been told that he was the youngest Captain in the 
British Army in World War I, and he was, at the time, fairly 
rich, too — something to do with the ownership of tramways in 
Malta. He worked, later, in the Aegean under Compton Macken- 
zie, then a principal British ‘secret agent’ in Athens, doing espion- 
age or counter-espionage and smuggling and sabotage — ^all fine 
piratical stuff, very uphfting at the time but probably bad for 
you afterwards, like marijuana. 

In London later, bored and — as the saying was in those days 
— ‘disillusioned’, he Became arrested as a Soviet spy, trying to give 
(not, one shoufd emphasize, sell) British naval secrets to the 
Kremlin. He got seven years, and served five or a bit more of 
them at Parkhurst. He was a man who had alwajrs lived rather 
lavishly in the physical sense, and the deprivations of jail tdd 
upon him severely. When he came out, he wrote a book which 
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became a best-seller— it was an account of his prison experjpnces 
called Walls have Mouths. It made him almost rich again, and no 
one would have blamed him had he decided to take a little time 
out and catch up on the caviar and chahtpagne. 

To his eternal credit, this boisterous, imaccountable, lovable 
and exasperating man did nothing of the kind. He immediately 
voluntlered to join the International Brigade to fight in Spain, 
and was \he first commander of the British Battalion of that 
strange force. It was at its headquarters, in Albacete, that I met 
him — a gay-looking man. though with a touch of oddness, 
because although his face remained youthful and rubicund, his 
hair, during his stretch in prison, had turned chalk-white. 

Tliere was a lot of trouble in Albacete at the time — the trouble 
you cannot get away from with a revolutionary army which 
some people have joined on revolutionary principles, and others 
for what they think is going to be a free ride. (On the other side 
there was an Irish Brigade, raised to fight for Franco, which had 
a record unique, I should say, in military annals. It was the 
only force which returned from a campaign with more mem- 
bers than it had when it set out. The losses they suffered were 
remarkably light in comparison with those of the International 
Brigade. But when they came to leave, a number of Irishmen — 
seamen and others — who found themselves in straitened circum- 
stances in Seville and Cddiz, availed themselves of the oppor- 
tunity of a trip home.) Quite recently, in Youghal, Ireland. 
I was talking to a postman, a Mr Fitzgerald, who was one of 
those in the Irish Brigade who did get into the front line. After a 
lot of note-comparing we found that at one moment we must 
actually have been firing at one another from behind opposing 
rocks. ‘My God, Mr Cockburn,’ said Mr Fitzgerald, ‘if we'd both 
been better shots there’d have been a terrible loss to 
civilisation.’ 

The trouble at Albacete was partly political (too much Com- 
munist control was alleged), partly non-political (if anything in 
this day and age can be so described). The Hion-polit’cal’ part of 
the row was about the shortage of tea at the tinle whai civilised 
Englishmen drink tea, and the fact that, try as you might, you 
— i man born and bred in Glasgow — could not get the same 
kick out of a bottle of Spanish brandy as you could get out of a 
bottle of Scotch. 
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An<fr6 Marty who, though he had been the able leader of the 
French naval mutiny in the Black Sea in 1917, was, in my 
opinion, at this time mad as a hatter — he once chased me right 
around the lounge of thi Florida Hotel in Madrid seeking to 
shoot me on the ground that I had recognized him (he was incog- 
nito) and started to converse with him — ^was at this period chief 
Political Commissar at Albacete, and to have Marty in charge 
of anything was worse than having half the hard *cases in 
Glasgow roaring at the Adjutant’s door. 

I never sorted out what precisely happened in Albacete, but 
whatever had happened Macartney was, so to speak, elected to 
carry the can back. Whether, as some said, he was officially 
instructed to inflict a crippling wound upon himself, so tha*! he 
could be returned to Britain without scandal or annoyance, or 
whether, as others have firmly declared to me, a minor political 
commissar saved him the trouble by unexpectedly firing a pistol 
bullet throMgi, his elbow joint as they rode together in a car, the 
fact is that the next time I saw him, in Valencia, there he was 
with his arm in a sling and on the way home. 

When 1 too returned some considerable time later, he told me 
with intelligible satisfaction that his doctor had absolutely for- 
bidden him to drink anything but champagne at any time — 
breakfast, lunch, dinner and midnight. One very early morning 
he exuberantly cashed his usual cheque at the Savoy but — ^it 
was one of those things which seemed more amusing at the 
time than they afterwards turn out to be — ^wrote on the bor- 
rowed cheque form the address of Barclay’s Bank as ‘16 King 
Street’, headquarters of the Communist party. As a result of 
some confusion (there was probably a new, unknowing man in 
the accounts department), the Savoy people took him to court 
about it. He had no difficulty in explaining the innocence of the 
prank, and the magistrate pointed out that apparently the head- 
waiter knew Mr Macartney very well and was regularly in the 
habit of cashing his cheques for him. 

•Why,’ said the magistrate, ‘did you do that?’ 

‘Well, sir,’ said the waiter, ‘I had been given to understand 
that he was Editor of the Daily Worker.’ 

After seeing the news on the ticker I went home and brooded 
much of the night, and in the morning took the telephone off 
the hook— it was sufficiently evident what the various people 
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who would ring one up would, respectively, and in coptradic- 
tion of one another, say. And inde^ they have been saying it 
ever since. 

In th(»e days I had, perhaps, a rather moiu childlike con- 
fidence in the judgment of Stalin than — ^by pure hindsight — I 
have now. That is to say, I did not grasp to what extent he was 
the 'Wctim of excesses of occupational insanity. Even now, I 
cannot see that there was anything else he could have done in 
the matter of the Pact — ^and nobody on the British side has, so 
far as I know, ever produced a single official docunjent to show 
that the British statesmen concerned were seriously interested 
in an Anglo-Soviet alliance, and were not more interested in an 
AngloXierman alliance. It is. of course, no crime on their part 
to have preferred the chance of one to the chance of the other. 
From their viewpoint and from that of many of their associates, 
they were jtistified. They would have gained a few years by 
launching Hitler eastwards, and, had he won, there would still 
have been a few years more before, with European and pro- 
bably part of Asiatic Russia under his control, he would have 
swallowed up Britain and France. 

Yet, despite these considerations, people became, at the time, 
quite frenzied with indignation. I recall a distinguished and 
sincere fellow-traveller of long standing, whOT during those 
days, could not bear to leave the offices of the Daily Worker, 
where he daily beat his breast, except to visit the precincts of 
the Communist party at King Street, where he beat it more. 
Choking with emotion, tears often on his cheeks, he totally 
neglected his own very lucrative business as he tottered bewil- 
deredly up and down the stairs at both places with, it seemed, 
the general idea of telling everyone concerned — editors and 
functionaries of one kind and another — ^that something must be 
done. What he thought should be done never emerged, unless it 
was that the British Communists WCTe suddenly to proclaim that 
they were going to quit the Comintern as speedily as the Euro- 
pean Socialists had retired to their natioifal fastnesses when the 
earlier trouUe broke out in 1914. 

The memories of 1914 were, indeed, among the troubling 
factors. It would be interesting, if anyone had the time to do it, 
to make a study of events and dates which have reached out a 
long, paralysing hand to grip and twist future history. The 
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French very notably, fw a century and a half, surrendered them- 
selves mth apparent enthusiasm to this vicious mauling by the 
hand of history. It sufficed to suggest that somebody was acting 
like a ‘man of^he i8th Brumaire’ or of the ‘iith of July* or 
whatever date it may be upon which some horrible thing was 
done, to set people against that somebody, or at least to lay 
on him the burden of proof that he was not up to somethin^vile. 

The English are victims (or beneficiaries, accordiiJ| as to 
whether you think this procedure by historical analogy a good 
thing or a b|d thing), of the same tendency. For years and years 
the Labour "party was — ^perhaps to some extent still is — 
governed by the memory of how in the early 1930’s Ranuay 
MacDonald split them and betrayed them to form the National 
Government. And, in 1939, the thinking of everyone on the Left 
was subtly or crudely influenced by the recollection of how, in 
1914, the Second International, after its Congress at Brussels in 
which its parties from every nation had solemnly gone 

on record with the declaration that under no circumstances 
would they support their Governments should those Govern- 
ments lead their countries into war, almost immediately went 
home and supported their respective Governments by voting, at 
the outbreak of World War I, for the war credits necessary to 
' the financing of the conflict. 

Perhaps, so far as its long-term effects are concerned, it was 
above all the dramatic nature of the reversal, of the betrayal 
of declared principle, which gave that proceeding its import- 
ance, its historical ‘authority’. For just as a phrase can 
ultimately be more important than a fact, so the degree to which 
an act is conducted dramatically can be decisive in affecting the 
total, historical, impact of the act itself. Ramsay MacE>onald, 
for example, by being, at the moment of his ‘betrayal’, the 
visible darling of Lady Londonderry — ^so that the late James 
Maxton asked in the House of Commons whether the anthem 
of the Labour party was now the ‘Red Flag’ or the ‘Londonderry 
Air’ — dramatised the whole business as effectively as if he had 
written a folk-ball&d about it. The Defender of the Poor, the lad 
from Lossiemouth, sells his birthright for a mess of pottage — 
lets the poor go hang for the sake of a reception at famed Lon- 
donderry House, with ambassadors and peers jostling one 
another on the marble stairway. 
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It is strange to find people still occasionally pla3dng^the If 
game. On television, not long ago, somebody asked a lot of 
experts what would have happened if the Romans had not con- 
quered Britain. And, believe it or not', the expents rejriied to the 
question as though there were some way of making a sensible 
answer. A very expert thing to do. And people still ask me what 
1 thifik would have happened had Franco’s attack on the Spanish 
Republi{; been defeated. When I tell them that I do not have the 
least idea what would, in that event, have come to pass, they 
look at me askance, as though I were concealing something. 

Nobody can judge whether an historical event, an order to an 
army, a diplomatic manoeuvre, was a catastrophe or otherwise 
unless he is prepared to say at the same time what would have 
happened if that thing had not happened. And since nobody is 
in a position honestly to make such a statement about what the 
alternative would have been, the question is in the nature of 
things unanswerable and otiose. 

Anyone can argue — and every articulate person over the age 
of thirty has so argued — pro or con the Nazi-Soviet Pact. 
Suppose Stalin had thumbed his nose at Hitler, been attacked, 
collapsed, forced to surrender the rich spaces of Russia to the 
Germans, after which, with those resources behind him. Hitler 
had gone for the west? Suppose it — ^but you cannot know that 
it would have happened just like that. Or suppose Stalin had 
been just a littld more trustful of Chamberlain and Daladier and 
Colonel Beck? And suppose that in that case they in turn had 
agreed that the Red Army could advance through the eastern 
border States — the point upon which, ostensibly at least, and, in 
view of what since has happened, intelligibly, the negotiations 
broke down. Hitler might, in that case, have been finally 
encircled and suffocated, and there would have been no World 
War 11. One is certainly at liberty to suppose that. 

But, to return to that harassing day in London in August, 
1939 » when history is moving along at a fast clip there is really 
no time to indulge in these speculation^. Like Napoleon, when 
some ponderer asked him for a thoughtful statement about the 
Snesses of military strategy, one can only say, disappointingly, 
'Well, you join battle, and afterwards you see.’ 

Personally, if the matter is still of any interest, I thought that 
either the pact would scare the British and French Governments 
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into revising their attitude to Moscow, or else they would have 
to fa^e such consequences as are liable to ensue when you bet 
you can take on a continent and a half and lick it. (It would be 
incredible, weare it not dh record, that there were publications 
— the Nineteenth Century under the editorship of that defender 
of the English homeland, Mr Frederick Voigt, was one of them — 
which, while deploring the Russian attack upon Finland,*found 
some comfort in it, on the ground that now we could ^o to war 
with Russia as well as Germany, thus tidying up the entire 
situation.) 

It is the^ork of an instant now, of course, to attribute every- 
thing that went wrong to the wickedness, criminal lunac)^and 
general mental debility of Joseph Stalin. 1 am bound to say that 
1 did not think anything of this idea at the time, and admit I do 
not think much of it now. It is easy, then as now, to under- 
stand just why the British and French Governments were pre- 
pared to ri< H«*feat by Hitler rather than do anything which 
could in any way favour the interests of Communism. But if you 
said, in those days, that the leaders in London and Paris believed 
that the struggle against international communism was more 
important than the struggle for individual national survival — if 
you suggested, in fact, that we were moving out of the period of 
the 'nation state’ which had dominated life and politics since 
the end of the Middle Ages — you were regarded as a foolish 
doctrinaire, and slanderer of the London Government. 

Robert Byron, who, m his high stiff collar and severely 
tailored clothes looked — and intended to look — like eveiyone’s 
idea of an Old High Tory, which he most sincerely was, once in 
my presence delivered one of the finest left and right verbal 
blows I have ever heard to an expatriate American, son of some 
squalid manufacturer in Ohio, who had made a packet of money 
out of buttons or underpants or whatever it was, and become an 
English politico of sorts, *and a figure in English Society. He was, 
it need scarcely be remarked, an admirer of Hitler and a fervid 
supporter of the policies of that British Government which inter- 
minably sought i(n accommodation with Hitler. 

‘I suppose,' said Robert Byron, his big, nale, fierce eyes pop- 
ping at this creature across the dinner table, '1 ought not to be 
surprised to see you betraying the interests of your adopted 
country in the supposed interests of your adopted class.’ 
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It was the impe;iding and inevitable loss of the friendship of 
men like Robert Byron — and in point of fact there were very 
few men like him — ^which somewhat depressed me at the* 
moment of the news of the Nazi-Soviet Pact. For a Ipng time 
there had been a loose, entirely informal, but exhilarating 
alliance between the extreme Left and people such as Byron 
who, r suppose, could be described as ‘Churchillian Tories’. Now 
all that v^as going to end in bitterness and recrimination. (Even 
that, as things turned out, did not last very long, because soon 
Robert Byron was sent on an intelligence mission to the Aegean, 
torpedoed, and drowned.) 

On that morning of der Pakt I went down to the Daily 
Worker deliberately rather late — I had my own mind made up 
and I thought it would be tedious to have to watch a lot of other 
people making up theirs. 

At that time, the Daily Worker, after being evicted from the 
Dickensian barn it originally inhabited in Tabernacle Street, 
where the electric light was constantly failing and much of the 
work had to be done by candle light, was housed in the City 
Road, and the public house we used, just across the road, was 
the original Eagle where the weasel went pop. 

Naturally, being so situated, we had done a lot of research 
into the origins of the rhyme and what exactly the weasel was 
Our consensus, for what it is worth, was that the ‘weasel’ was 
one of those 6ig tailor’s irons. A hundred and fifty years ago, the 
City Road was a road leading through fields and open country- 
side to pleasure gardens somewhere in the neighbourhood of 
what is now Camden Town — or perhaps still farther out. In any 
case, to go ‘up and down the City Road’ was a practice indicat- 
ing dissipation and extravagance, and the expense was increased 
by the habit, fashionable it seems among the City apprentices 
and their masters, of breaking the journey by a halt for drink at 
the Eagle. And the outcome was that the outof-pocket tailor 
had to pawn or ‘pop’ the principal tool of his trade, the weasel. 

The public house was lavishly decorated with drawings by the 
Daily Worker cartoonist Rowney — formerly of the army in 
India and later killed in Spain. He had a strong, rough line, very 
suitable for harsh political cartooning and seen to great advant- 
age on the walls of a profoundly Cockney public house. There 
was a large one of a tailor actually popping his weasel which 
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tvaS particularly admired by the proprietor,^ who had rubbed 
Rowimy’s slate clean of heaven knows how many unpaid drinks 
when the drawing was delivered. 

The plftce did good buliness in those days — ^partly because the 
Daily Worker staff and people from King Street who had come 
along to advise and supervise, and people from all over who had 
come to wheedle from the paper free publicity for their 4>azaar 
or protest march, all used it, and partly because, in coiftequence, 
there were rarely less than three plain-clothes men from the 
C 1 D, putting their whisky down to expenses inevitably incur- 
red in the pursuit of important political secrets such as might be 
expected to drop from the lips of the subversive types regularly 
there assembled. * 

I remember remarking, as we sat that August morning in the 
gritty sunshine that came in from City Road, that it certainly 
looked like being a hard winter. For it was already evident that, 
however necessary the Pact may have been to the Russians, by 
signing it they had effectively dynamited everywhere all the 
Popular Fronts, the vague but comforting alliances between 
Reds and anti-Nazi Conservatives. We were out, from now on, 
m a very cold cold. The demonstrations in Trafalgar Square and 
Hyde Park, faultlessly organised by the Communists, with Trade 
Union leaders and Liberals and even Tories on the hustings, the 
letters to newspapers which I had so often ‘ghosted’ and then 
had signed by impeccable figures in our public life, the private 
solicitations in clubs and other places where they plot, had some- 
how failed to make the grade — failed, that is to persuade the 
British Government to do enough to persuade Stalin’s Govern- 
ment that an Anglo-Russian alliance with teeth in it was a prac- 
tical political possibility. (No one would deny that what Stalin 
considered ‘enough’ was an awful lot.) 

I was, it goes without saying, powerfully and instinctively 
moved to take that opportunity to break with the Communists 
there and then and brigade myself with the ‘Churchillian 
Tories’. Personal consderations swayed me in that direction, not 
least among thefn the fact that Patricia had just run away with 
me and 1 felt that now, as a result of the iitest turn of events. 1 
was getting her to jump into a much deeper hole than she could 
have foreseen a few months before. On the other hand, quite 
apart from the high political rights and wrongs of the matter — 
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and I was uncomfortably undecided as to who was right and 
who wrong — I was dominated by the feeling that I had, 6f my 
own free will, joined, so to speak, a regiment and that 1 had< 
better soldier along with it, particulaity at a moment;, when it 
was obviously going to come under pretty heavy fire. 

It seemed to me that in those dead days of the Popular Front 
I had had a rather easy time being a Communist, and it would 
be, to say the least of it, shabby to quit now. 

And, of course, there were other powerful reasons in 
favour of hghting things out on whatever line the Communists 
might finally determine to adopt. You cannot work closely with 
people for years without enmeshing yourself in a network of 
personal — sentimental, if you like — loyalties and affections. All 
this, obviously enough, is a clear instance of what is now called, 
in the jargon of the American sociologists, ‘other-directedness’. 
They suggest thereby that, whereas at one time people were 
overwhelmingly influenced by tradition (in particular religious 
tradition and telief), and at a later period by their own inner 
convictions on ethical and political questions, nowadays they 
are above all swayed by their ‘group’ — the organization or com- 
munity with which they are most closely associated. 

It has never seemed to me that the theory explains anything 
much, or tells anyone much that everyone., did not know 
already, but it is perhaps a useful stimulant and guide to One’s 
thinking. 

Nevertheless, the fact that a person is swayed by his ’group’ 
does not answer the question how and why — assuming that he 
had a choice in the matter — ^he got into the group in the first 
place. And in this matter I think that a good many people in 
England whose business it should be to understand why people 
become Communists are the prisoners of their own propaganda 
— ^always a dangerous situation and, in this case, useful only to 
the Communists themselves. 

For years people have been going around and about saying 
that in Britain Communism is an alien thing, that it is repugnant 
to all but the physically starved or the menUlly distorted or 
those who may imagine that they are going to float on a high 
tide of troubles. 

Such an account of the situation is patently untrue, or at least 
miserably inadequate, and therefore, as I say, dangerous. The 
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reality — and it is a serious matter — is that Cou^unism can and 
does hJve deep aflSnities with British radicalism. Manchester and 
London did as much to shape Karl Marx and Marxism as did the 
Rhineland* or tjne Paris Ctommune — perhaps more. And, para- 
doxical as it may seem. Communism has — or at least very often 
has — a particular appeal to people brought up in the British 
public schools and universities, especially people with a classical 
and Christian education. The Greek dramatists and ^th the 
Testaments smoulder with passages which, at any rate to a 
young man. are incitements to revolt against orthodox society, 
to throw in mis lot with the ‘have nots’ against the ‘haves'. And 
if you ask me what first — long before 1 experienced central 
Europe in the inflation time, or attended the American crasA of 
1929 — ‘conditioned’ me to be susceptible to the appeal of Com- 
munism, I should have to say that it was, for example, the 
Magnificat I listened to every Sunday at evensong in the village 
church, an.d ■* •^tigone’s defiance of Creon in Sophocles’ play. 

To draw attention to the putting down of the mighty from 
their seats is by no means an innocuous proceeding — ^unless, of 
course, the congregation is asleep at the time and does not 
notice what is being said. 

All the same, it was somewhat melancholy to sit there in the 
Eagle and reflect that at least half one’s friends were soon going 
to stop speaking to one, perhaps for ever. I recalled a sentence 
written by my great-grandfather, then Lord Cockburn, who was 
a young Whig in the Edinburgh of the early nineteenth century, 
a time when, as he says in his memoirs, ‘even in private society 
a Whig was viewed somewhat as a Papist was in the days of 
Titus Oates. Very dear friendships were in many instances 
broken, and although the parties may have survived till age and 
changed times made longer severance absurd, the reconcile- 
ment was always awkward and never true. This incompatibility 
of public difference with* private cordiality is the most painful 
recollection that I have of those days, and the most striking 
evidence of their hardness.’ 

It occurred to me that world events were conspiring to make 
a lot more difficult even than it had looVcd at the outset any 
reconciliation between Patricia and her parents, of whom she 
was profoundly fond. 

On the news that she was running away with me, her mother 
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had said, ‘Do ypu realise that, if your brothers were in the 
diplomatic service, a scandal of this kind would force ^em to 
resign?’ 

Patricia said, ‘But in fact they dre not in^the diplomatic 
service.’ 

‘That,’ said Mrs Arbuthnot characteristically, hammering the 
floot«with her stick, ‘is not the point.’ 

Majof Arbuthnot voiced a different objection. He had been 
proud, he said, of holding a certain record at the Carlton Club — 
he was the only member who had three sons and ^ son-in-law, 
all of whom were members too. Now, though Patricia’s first 
husband would no doubt remain a member, he would cease to 
be ’the Major’s son-in-law, and the record score would have to 
be wiped out. 

Though endearing and nostalgic, these reactions seemed, at 
first, those of people imprisoned on the stage of a period piece. 
I soon found that the contrary was the case. Regretting the 
ruins of their Edwardian period — including the loss, first gradual, 
then sudden, of the greater part of their fortune — they yet man- 
aged a singularly lively and alert existence in the present. Like 
all honest and lively elders, their attitudes were annoyingly un- 
predictable to contemporaries suffering from arrested develop- 
ment. Major Arbuthnot, indeed, who could 'take pleasure in 
quite contradictory ideas at the same time, considered it his 
congenial duty to 6pater people of pompous or rigid mind where- 
ever he found them. Mrs Arbuthnot, who superficially seemed 
the archetype of the Edwardian grande dame, was in profound 
sympathy with Irish nationalism, detested ‘colonialism’ and 
‘racialism’, and first warmed to me when she learned that I had 
actually fought against Franco whom she despised as a disloyal 
officer and a puppet of the disgraceful Hitler. Both of them had 
that warmth and openness of heart which is the product of a 
deep inner self-assurance. 
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Long, cold winter 


I HAD been right in surmising that, politically speaking, it 
was going to be a hard winter, though, of course, in evjry 
other sense it was a much harder winter for those who were 
sweating out the ‘phoney war’ in the Army There are people 
who will sincerely contend that the mental and spiritual tribula- 
tions of people wrestling with grave political and personal pro- 
blems, but doll g their wrestling on a desk chan or a sofa before 
the fire, can be worse than those of the people who are out in a 
field with the Army, being cold, wet, poorly-fed, dog-tired, 
nagged, bullied, ordered around and well aware that the next 
thing that may be going to happen is that you get savagely 
opened up by a shell, bullet or bayonet, or you get a letter from 
home saying you*" loved one has been bombed or gassed or 
become weary of it all and gone to America with a more pro- 
mising type of man than you seem to be at the moment. 1 have 
often reflected upon each of these general situations, and 
personally 1 will face the trouble at the desk. 

Still, there was trouble enough. 

Naturally — and I mean naturally, in the sense that no one else 
could have been expected to take any other attitude than they 
did, so that there was cause for unhappiness, rather than resent- 
ment — ^the situation whifh had become uncomfortable at the 
time of the Pact’s signature became as painful as prickl> heat 
when, after at first supporting the war, the Daily Worker 
received through the Comintern instructions to denounce it as 
an imperialist one! 

Again, gripped by memories of 1914 , 1 cc dd not feel that the 
Comintern was necessarily wrong, although not to be encourag- 
ing one and all to go for Hitler seemed hopelessly wrong too. 
But then, I would reflect, sincere Socialists like Blatchford had 
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felt, in 1914. thac that war, too, was an exception to tly; rules 
he had been brought up on. It must, he thought, be wrong not to 
go for Hunnish Kaiser Bill. 

Also there was at work in the minds of many people on the 
extreme Left at that time a general feeling that if, for example, 
Neville Chamberlain was on one side of a question and Georgi 
Dimftroy, hero of the Leipzig trial, was on the other, then the 
probability was that Dimitrov was right and Mr Chamberlain 
was leading one up the garden. Neville Chamberlain was saying 
that the war was necessary and just — ^that we wereiSghting 'the 
evil things’. Dimitrov was on record with a Comintern state- 
me^tt — ^he was secretary of the organisation at the time — ^which 
concluded with the declaration that ‘the working people of the 
world must put an end to this war after their own fashion, in 
their own interests, in the interests of all labouring mankind.’ 

As things turned out, and given the attitude of the working 
people of Germany and other lands, the statement — ^in so far as 
any practical international relevance was concerned — was 
meaningless. At the time, partly because I had a profound 
admiration for Dimitrov — he was one of those true heroes 
who really had been out in the wind and the rain, facing day 
after day the probability of torture and murder by Goering’s 
young men — I considered it inspiring. But nobody uBder the age 
of forty or so today can possibly have any notion of what Dimi- 
trov was to us in the way of a symbol, a flame in darkness, a 
proof that, however bad things seem to be, the courageous, even 
the apparently foolhardy backers of a 66 to i chance may still 
win. 

Reasonably enough, people used to ask me how I could bear 
to be pushed around and about by an international body like the 
Comintern. Today, when it is known that Stalin was not quite 
all that some people thought him to.be — though I would not 
like to pretend, as some do, that all the virtues of Communists 
were their own, and all their faults Stalin’s — ^and in the light of 
truly illuminating events in, for instanci, Hungary, it is easier 
than it was then to regard ‘subservience’ to*the Coipintern as 
more crassly wrong-headed than it seemed at the tiifle. 

The way I looked at it was that if an international organisa- 
tion was needed at all — and it seemed to be — then the organ- 
isation had to have a place to meet (and Moscow was the most 
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logical), and it had to have some power of ^jscipline, of impofr 
ing its decisions on its members. What, otherwise, was the point 
of it? And the fact, which genuinely did bother a lot of English 
proletarian Communists? that the majority on the central com- 
mittee of this organisation was composed of a pack of bloody 
foieigners, did not bother me at all. Put like that, of course, the 
statement that it did not worry me suggests that it was^ridicu- 
lous and parochial for anyone to be worried by it. Sfcch is not 
quite the case. We should have worried more, because of the 
certainty ^at the Russians, having shown how to win the game 
would always dictate rules of play. In the same way, it is reason- 
able for a sincere Roman Catholic to worry about the pre^nd- 
erance of Italian influence at the Vatican. 

My own complaint about the Comintern was not that it 
operated with the ‘ruthless and sinister efficiency’ attributed to 
it by some propagandists, but that for so much of the time it 
wobbled along n a muddle which was frequently comical but, 
at the same time, depressing. 

Nobody, for instance, could ever persuade them to grasp — 
not, at least, for more than a week or so — that when people at 
the Daily Worker tried to write in a ‘popular’ manner; when 
they said that English people did not much like to read column 
after unbroken column of solid news and speculation about the 
international position, or the state of industry and agriculture; 
when the suggestion was made that, even if the thing came out 
a little bit ‘off-line’, a good popular story was going to do more 
good to the cause in England than the literal translation of a five- 
thousand-word statement by le patron, the propounders of these 
suggestions were sincere. 

I recali an occasion, soon after I became associated with the 
Communists, when the English-language edition of the inter- 
national weekly that v^as the organ of the Comintern appeared 
with a ‘directive’ by some Muscovite genius which some other 
Muscovite genius had translated into the words ‘the lower 
organs of the party tn Britain must make still greater efforts to 
penetrate the backward parts of the proletariat.’ 

In the effort to explain why the British Communist party had 
refused to circulate that issue of the publication, a lot of people 
learned the hard way how very difficult it can be to explain to a 
half-dozen Russian and German Professors of Marxism why 
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something they h^ve said amounts, in English, to a rather^ dirty 
joke, particularly as while you are explaining it they are think- 
ing ‘Nonsense, it is not a dirty joke at all. How could it be? A 
simple political directive. This objection is an attempts at Men. 
shevism, not to say direct sabotage.’ 

Strictly by hindsight, though hindsight might, in this case, not 
be puA>lind, it would be possible to attribute a good deal of the 
Cominterli’s fumbling zig-zag — ^its confusions and its rigidities, 
its general atmosphere of a morality play in which the Good 
and the Bad are fighting it out — to personal intrigues^and ambi- 
tions of Joseph Stalin. 

As, I recall, the first time I sniffed a really gamey whiff of 
what Khrushchev, so belatedly, decided was a wicked ‘personality 
cult’ was when a well-meaning man, a devoted man, wrote a 
piece in our paper which was intended to explain to the English 
reader why Stalin was not a dictator in the same sense that 
Hitler and Mussolini were dictators, and why Socialist construc- 
tion in Russia differed from Fascist or Nazi construction in Italy 
or Germany. 

He was misguided enough to suggest that among the differ- 
ences between a personal dictatorship and the dictatorship of 
the proletariat was the fact that if, for instance, our beloved 
leader and comrade Joseph Stalin were to pass away tomorrow, 
that sad event would not ruinously affect the structure and 
progress of the Soviet State. 

There was the father and mother of a row. Stalin, it appeared, 
had interpreted the statement as a direct instigation to the 
assassination of himself — an emphatic assertion that he was 
entirely expendable. For a considerable time the Daily Worker 
was banned in the Soviet Union. English enthusiasts landing at 
Leningrad and waving it joyously in the face of the Customs 
men, to show that they were absolutely on the right side, not 
mere capitalist sight-seers, found themselves under lock and key 
in very short order. And for a long time everyone connected 
with the editorial department of the papof, responsible for this 
heinous deviation, was regarded by all good an’d true members 
of the Comintern with the gravest suspicion. It looked to them 
very mudt as though perEde Albion were up to her old tricks. 

I had, certainly, been warned. When many sorts and condi- 
tjpns pf friends first saw me moving, under pressure of many 
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experiences, many hopes and aspirations, ^wards the Com- 
munist party, they gave me from their sharply varying view- 
points their notions of why such behaviour was a mistake. They 
disagreed about almost everything except two points. 

They were at one in declaring that the Communist party was 
both ruthless and muddle-headed. Since I had spent years in 
newspaper offices, had closely observed many Foreign Offices 
and Embassies, and had been, for a while, an unofficftl adviser 
and loose associate of an investment trust in New York, I found 
it difficult^o see how these qualities could at all sharply differ- 
entiate the Communist organisation from any other with which 
I had been connected. 

The second point, of which at least the simpler-minded of my 
friends were sure, was that ‘Moscow Gold’ was pouring through 
the British Communist party like water. Indeed, sitting almost 
penniless one day in the old Caf6 Royal, 1 was accosted by an 
agreeable aequamtance — a Russian banker, refugee from the 
revolution — who said to me, ‘I hear on incontrovertible autho- 
rity that you are paid £2,350 per year by the Soviet Government 
for your services as Editor of The Week and diplomatic corres- 
pondent of the Daily Worker.’ 

In those days £2.350 a year was a more comfortable sum to 
try to live on than it would be now, and the mere idea of such a 
pay packet went to my head. 

‘Waiter,’ I shouted with enthusiasm, ’bring this gentleman a 
large brandy and soda.’ 

When I came to pay for it with my last shillings it occurred 
to me with a sharp sense of deprivation that the exhilarating 
tale of this subsidy was a myth. 

It would, evidently, be naiVe to suppose that the Russians do 
not pay out large sums to agents in Britain. It would be strange 
if they, unlike every other Government in the world, were to 
abstain from buying whatever and whomsoever they can afford. 
My doubt, based on first-hand evidence, is whether they pay 
anything — ^beyond th% aeroplane fares for international junkets 
and rest cures a*t Crimean Sanatoria — ^to the Communist party 
or the Daily Worker. If they did, you would think that in the 
interest of efficiency they would pay more. The point, it appears 
to me, has some small importance ^ause, here again, the com- 
fprfable notion that English Communism would collapse or fade 
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away, cease to be^ problem or menace, if it were not financed 
by Moscow, is, in my opinion, another of the risky illusions I 
have referred to. If the problem of Communism is important at 
all, it is important to have this sort of' facts about it right. 

When I was at the Daily Worker the paper was more or less 
continuously on the verge of financial ruin — except during a 
short period at the very end of the war and in the first months 
of the pe&ce, when, chiefly as a result of the battle of Stalingrad, 
Communists everywhere could enjoy some reflected sunshine. 

Pay-day m the City Road was something like a gxr^ of hoop- 
la, with a lot of players and not enough prizes. Rarely indeed 
was there enough in the cash-box on Fridays to enable everyone 
to get paid their full weekly wage — which was grimly meagre 
anyway. The total was shared out by the manager, a humo- 
rously tough type from the Elephant and Castle district who 
later was killed in Spain, on the basis of a kind of inverted 
means test. Staff members whose wives were about to give birth, 
or the ceilings of whose kitchens had caved in and had to be 
repaired at heavy expense, got a bit more than others. 

Once, after that manager had been killed, I found a new, 
temporary manager sitting in his office on a Thursday morning 
apparently half dead of apprehension. He had looked at the 
available funds, and their low ebb had scared him.* He felt it 
would be terrible to have to face the staff on the morrow with 
such more than usually bad news. And just as he was feeling 
like that, a man — sent he thought at the time by Providence, but 
by this morning he feared it might have been the Devil — had 
come in and given him a sure-fire tip on a 20- r outsider running 
on Thursday at Haydock Park or wherever it was. And the tem- 
porary manager had taken half of all the money available for 
the wages and backed that horse with it. 

'Should that animal fail,’ he said, trembling — the tensitm was 
such that he felt he had to confess his rash act to someone— 
'the lads ’ll about kill me.’ However, the tipster had not been 
the Devil but Providence, and that week fcveryone got full pay 
and even some arrears. 

I do not have, I think, the qualities which go to the making 
of a 'good Communist’. Or, indeed, a good party man of any 
denomination.’ A good one, I mean, in the sense of the person 
who really operates happily with the machine. There are enthu- 
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sias^c Conservatives. Labour men. Demoa^ts and Republicans 
— ^but a lot of them are not what the party, whichever one it 
may happen to be. considers ‘good’. That is something special, 
and needs a special sort of mind. And it is arguable — ^in fact it is 
more than just arguable because 1 personally have seen a lot of 
evidence to support the view — that there is basically more in 
common between two ‘good’ party men of dianlfetrically 
opposed parties than between two men of the sam? party one 
of whom is ‘good’ and the other just doing his best for what he 
presume^ to be a good cause In this connection. Walter 
Duranty, long years ago a famous Moscow correspondent of the 
New York Times, wrote that ‘there is more in common b|tween 
the Communist party’ (he was speaking of the Russian one) ‘and 
Tammany Hall, than either Tammany Hall or the Communist 
party would care to admit.’ 

There he certainly had a point. 

As for me. discipline, unless operated by very remote control, 
gives me claustrophobia. Nor do I care at all for any form of 
discussion ‘in committee’. I have never known a ‘committee 
discussion’ decide anything serious — either you and another 
man know what you are going to do whatever happens, in 
which case you are wasting the time of these other men who are 
sitting there voicing opinions to which, in practical terms, the 
real operators are not going to pay the least attention, or else 
the purpose of the gathering is to find out which way the wind 
is blowing and then sail as close to it as you dare. 

I am not saying that ‘collective decisions’ are impossible or a 
waste of time: I am only saying that I do not know how to take 
part in them. I feel similarly about cricket — I have no urge to 
suppress cricket, or even to shun cricketers, but I do not under- 
stand. or wish to participate m, the game. 1 wished always to 
participate in the ganje of journalism and propaganda, but I did 
not want the business of writing a piece postponed until a lot 
of people who probably could hardly write a sentence that any- 
one would bother ^o read, let alone remember, had discussed 
the whole mitter. Or rather, 1 wanted them to discuss the 
matter, which I can see they had to do, without bothering me 
about it. and then tell me what the problem was, and I would, 
as the phrase goes, ‘get in there pitching’. 

In other words, I am deeply interested in what people have to 
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say— I am even interested in the expression of their facM as 
they say it — 1 like to hearken and observe the workings of high 
politics and business, I like to talk a lot because talk is the 
animation, the lighting which dramatizes' the actors on tke stage 
for you, but do not enjoy becoming involved in such discussion 
otherwise than as hearkener, observer, and, ultimately, 
projector. 

At thatVime — the time I mean of the outbreak of war — 
people said to me, more or less accurately, ‘Look, you are a 
principal journalistic propagandist of the Communist party. 
You are, we believe, a high-powered agent of the Comintern. 
You have many unique contacts, levers, ways to know a man 
who Imows a man. Why not, when you meet with the big chiefs 
say this and say that? Argue, sway policy. Take, for example, 
advantage of the fact that Mr Pollitt is on one side, and the 
toughest Comintern boys, headed by Mr William Rust, are on 
the other. Your influence could be decisive.’ 

This was just wilful thinking. My ‘influence’ at that time 
could not have come within a hundred miles of being decisive. 
If a lot of things that had happened had not happened — for 
instance suppose that Koltzov by some miracle had still been 
foreign editor of Travda and perhaps, like Shepilov later, being 
groomed for the Foreign Secretaryship at the Kremlin, that kind 
of advice might have made a little sense As things really were, 
and as I knew them td be, it made none at all. 

What I liked was to make up my mind what cause I could 
advocate, and then listen to the ‘good’ party men telling me how 
they wanted their thoughts put into powerful English that 
would achieve a telling impact upon the masses with its colour, 
popular touch, and mass appeal. 

Certainly one reason why people on the outside of the organ- 
ization presumed me to have a key position and an influence 
which not only did I not have but which, in fact, nobody could 
have had, was that subconsciously they thought that an upper- 
class individual who had thrown in his lot with the Communists 
must, automatically, have such a position — ^the Old School Tie 
would put him there, while the proletarians filled the lower 
echelons where their proper place was. 

Disconcertingly enough, it was just about this time that a 
friend and fellow-traveller, whom 1 had introduced to King 
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Street with the suggestion that he might prove the very man for 
some mission they had in mind, told me that while there he had 
been given a word of warning about me — the functionary who 
interviawed him indicaled, not too subtly, that there was good 
reason to suppose that 1 was, in reality, a particularly dangerous 
agent of M 1 6. I made some enquiries and found that the man 
who, for the time being at least, was most convinced t>f that, 
was that same very tough comrade who was allegeif rightly or 
wrongly, to have put that bullet through Wilfred Macartney’s 
elbow. 1^ became increasingly apparent that 1 had been right 
when 1 said that it was going to be a hard winter. 

In the whirl of events, editors succeeded one anothe^ in a 
hurried silence like that of a him in the days before sound. 
Right at the outbreak of war, Mr Pollitt moved down from King 
Street. Although in general I do not care for orators — perhaps I 
subconsciously see them as unfair competition to the writer — 
and Mr PoHitt iS, oi was, above all else an orator in the oldest 
English radical tradition, 1 liked him much; he was a slave-driver 
with a flattering tongue instead of a lash. His technique, well 
worth study by any executive, was to tell you he was about to 
make an outrageous demand of you, go right ahead and make 
it, and then remark that he would not have ventured to make 
such a demand of anyone else because no one else had the 
ability, courage, unselfish loyalty and heroic powers of endur- 
ance that you had. 

He once persuaded me that I could get to Oviedo, Spam, live 
a fortnight there in the middle of a near-revolution masquerad- 
ing as a mere tourist, and return to London all for the sum of 
£i 2. ‘A pity if you couldn’t,’ he said, ‘because that is all we 
have in the kitty.’ 

Much later, I did, at some party, say to him that I sometimes 
wondered whether anyone could really be as ultra-English and 
as forthright a down-to-earth human-hearted Englishman as he 
— even by the normally hostile newspapers — ^was so constantly 
reported to be. Wa# it not, I queried, all due to the happy cir- 
cumstance of* his having a strong Lancashire accent? His 
expression at that moment reminded oiic of George Robey 
blandly getting away with murder. 

Mr Pollitt’s editorship was enjoyable but short-lived, because 
soon the Comintern chiefs had their notable meeting, and the 
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British delegate or representative — i cheerful ex^ailor with a 
head like a cannonWl who once told me that in the courle of 
a very tempestuous and danger-fraught life nothing had ever 
really upset him except piles — came bsfck from Moscow with 
the news that the war had been assessed as an imperialist one. 
The reason was evident enough — it was supposed that the 
‘phonejV war was going to be permanently ‘phoney’; that there- 
fore, someivhere along the line, an agreement would be reached 
by which the Germans, with open or tacit British support, 
would attack Russia; and that therefore the main effort of the 
Communists must be to harass and, in the final event, totally 
hamstring or overthrow the Governments concerned. In other 
words, it was the evident view of the Comintern that the decla- 
ration of war did not change the essentials of the situation 
existing during the period of ‘peace*. 

It was certainly quite a gamble — ^because, as everyone was 
quick to point out, supposing the French and British Com- 
munists succeeded in the preliminary objectives, and then 
Hitler after all attacked the west and took over, what sort of 
shape would Communism and Soviet Russia be in? My own 
impression at the time was that the tangle of suspicions and 
counter-suspicions had become inextricable. You could not 
persuade a British Conservative — still less a Labour lilan, who 
had more immediate motives for hating and suspecting Com- 
munists than the Conrervatives did — that in reality the Russian 
Communists and the German Nazis were not permanently and 
diabolically in league to achieve and share the domination of the 
world — and it is true that Stalin and his friends at that time did 
much to encourage or deepen that conviction. Equally, you 
could not persuade a Russian — and nothing the British or French 
Governments had done in the past year or so made the persua- 
sion any easier — to believe that each and, every action of those 
Governments was not a cynical trick designed to speed the day 
when the grand alliance of the west, with Hitler as its spearhead, 
would move in on the Soviet State. And" the situation was 
unquestionably complicated by the fact 1 mentibned earlier in 
relation to Otto Katz — the fact, that is, that something in the 
English character makes it nearly impossible for central and 
eastern Europeans to figure out whether the English are besot- 
tedly foolish or plain crooked. 
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By hindsight, all these factors and calcu^tions are clearly 
visiblf. But at the time the situation was in^itably rancorous. 
It was easy, decades after the event, for someone like, for 
instance«LordJR.osebery,*to take a balanced and even sympathe- 
tic view of Napoleon ^naparte and to show what follies were 
committed by the British Government in their ultimate attitude 
towards him. And Rosebery himself, from his superior \%ntagc 
point, does explain that after all Napoleon’s France hall cost the 
British in question a terrible lot of effort and money. In the same 
way, the ^ry occasioned by the change in the Comintern line 
in 1939 is entirely intelligible. 

A few days later 1 met Mr Pollitt on the stairway landing and 
made some casual remark He waved in a gesture half-clowning, 
half-serious. ‘Farewell, my old companion m arms,’ he said; and 
when I got into the office there was Mr Campbell, sourly, dourly 
humorous — one of those Scots who make you feel that real Scots- 
men are more dhTnent from the English than Chinese — ^peering 
at me from the editorial chair with a sardonic smile illuminating 
his gravity; an expression which, as was so often the case with 
Mr Campbell, said nothing and told everything. 

One could not look at Mr Campbell without one’s mind travel- 
ling back over a considerable, and considerably bumpy, stretch 
of recent history. He stood and walked, for instance, in a stiff, 
stumpy manner, and that was because his toes had been blown 
away in gallant action during the awful battle of the Somme, 
which — because of the gigantic manslaughter occurring on both 
sides, manslaughter on a scale the world, since the days of Gen- 
ghis Khan, had not conceived as a present possibility — has been 
rated by many commentators as the true dividing line of our 
age: for, they say, it was the Somme which finally took the 
gilt off war’s gingerbread, which awoke Britain, France and 
Germany to the realities of twentieth-century conflict, to the 
notion that it was not only a minority of fighting men that 
could be wiped out, but a whole generation, and that the bell 
tolled for them all. If was, they affirm, at the Somme that a 
.big section of thd European masses, as distinct from zealots and 
theorists, consciously or subconciously took the turn into that 
angry despair of the present, that compensating, messianic hope 
of a violently realisable future, which for so many subsequent 
years dominated the mind of Europe. 
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At any rate wh^ Mr Campbell had following the Somme W6re 
a medal for courage, broken feet, and a new view of life. 

Some of that may even be true. 

Mr Campbell, this thoughtful, profoundly sceptical man — a 
man, that is to say, capable of devotion without loss of sceptic- 
ism — ^had also been responsible, partly by direct action, partly 
by in<}irect consequence, for the downfall, in 1924, of the first 
Labour Government. At that time he had been editor of the 
Workers’ Weekly, forerunner of the Daily Worker. He had 
written, or at least published, an appeal to soldiers not to shoot 
strikers. He was prosecuted for sedition. From Socialists through- 
out the country came a gale of protest, the fiercer because, 
although the Campbell case was important in itself, it was felt 
to be still more important as a symbol of the way the Labour 
leaders were going (an attitude to life and politics summed up 
a few weeks later by Mr Ramsay MacDonald in the assurance 
that Labour ‘would serve the nation in Opposition as they had 
served it as a Government ... It will still be a fight of gentlemen.’) 

Prime Minister MacDonald dropped the charges against Camp- 
bell, was accused of so doing under political pressure, a blow 
at the very foundations of British justice, lost the support of the 
Liberals in the House of Commons, was defeated, resigned, went 
to the country, and was defeated again — partly” and perhaps 
mainly because of the timely forgery by the Intelligence Service 
of the ‘Zinoviev letter’ which, like all successful political for- 
geriK, was effective because it expressed and dramatized an 
already existing idea and half-truth — the notion of the Comin- 
tern reaching out to control or manipulate levers of British 
public life. 

Mr Campbell’s editorship of the Daily Worker jtist after the 
outbreak of the second world war was a strictly caretaking 
affair. Everyone was to mark time, or vamp till ready, until 
the battle between the supporters of the war and the supporters 
of the Comintern had been fought to a decisive conclusion. 
When that came to pass, with Mr Pollitt and Mr Campbell both 
in the wilderness, a new face, the skin of it seoning to be 
stretched as tight as a balloon by the bursting energy inside, 
hung like a rising red sun above the editorial desk. Mr William 
Rust had arrived. He was the most apparently supple, and yet 
capable of being the most rigid, of Communists 1 have ever 
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known. Just so, he was the most cockney of cockneys, and yet 
— ^at^east for a long period of his life — hu%thoughts, and still 
more his writing, were moulded almost completely by Moscow. 

Later^ particularly alter a long stint with the International 
Brigade in Spain, his remarkable and at first contradictmy 
qualities appeared quite suddenly to integrate. 

I knew people who saw him as the typical party funq^onary 
— ^informed, energetic, and as cold as he was dry. Since that was 
the picture of him given to me before he moved into the Daily 
Worker ^ce, 1 looked forward to his editorship with dull difr 
may. The* apprehension was unjustified, and not for the first or 
last time I had a vivid appreciation of luck — a feeling, that is, 
thaf no one soldiering along through the Vale of Tears ^ould 
possibly deserve to encounter so many good friends in so many 
places as 1 did. George Jean Nathan, the New York dramatic 
critic wrote — or else he told me, I forget which — a series of 
bitter animadversions on his many, many friends and acquaint- 
ances, explaining how this or that little trick or tic which they 
had made it impossible to stand them any longer, and he was 
forced to sever relations with them. In the end he had only four 
friends left. ‘And I often wonder,’ he mused, ‘how in God’s name 
those four stand me.’ 

1 do not know how easily or otherwise Rust stood me — ^but 
he did it, and often defended my attitude and actions at a good 
deal of discomfort and (at least once) of danger, to himself. 
Whatever you might think of his opinions at a given moment, 
he was a man to go, as the saying is, tiger-shooting with He 
never, for instance, abandoned you to fate and then explained 
that he had been forced to do so on principle and was very, very 
sorry. When he thought he was going, for his own reasons, to let 
you go out on a limb and leave you there, he told you so in 
advance. He had, besides a good head on his shoulders, a streak 
of the urchin and a bigger streak of the pirate. In other words, 
when, as sometimes happened, he was monstrously hypocritical, 
CH* lying horribly, h« did these things with full consciousness, 
using these tricks as weapons. He had no 'lie in the soul’, and, to 
my mind, one of the major differences in Lie is between those 
people who lie on purpose and those who do not even know 
whether they are lying or not. 

Qualities such as those of the late William Rust were, of 
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course, pardcularlv exhilarating in an organization of an evan- 
gelical character, Mke the British G)mmunist party, whde, in- 
evitably but depressingly, there is always a lot of space occupied 
•by characters similar — and similar for*sound his^oric^ reasons 
^to the Evangelical clergyman, Mr Slope, in Trollope’s Bar- 
chester Towers. 

/ ii.iHeds possessed of more than average abilities and is of good 
'trotirage. Though he can stoop to fawn, and stoop low indeed, 
if need be, he has still within him the power to assume the 
tyrant; and with the power he has certainly the wish. His acquire- 
ments are not of the highest order, but such as they are they are 
completely under control, and he knows the use of them. He 
is gifted with a kind of pulpit eloquence ... he deals grbatly 
in denunciations, excites the minds of his weaker hearers with 
a not impleasant terror, and leaves an impression on their minds 
that all mankind are in a perilous state, and all womankind too, 
except those who attend regularly to the evening lectures in 
Baker Street. His looks and tones are extremely severe, so much 
so that one cannot but fancy that he regards the greater part 
of the world as being infinitely too bad for his care. As he walks 
through the streets, his very face denotes his horror of the 
world’s wickedness; and there is always an anathema lurking 
in the comer of his eye.’ 

For a while after Mr Pollitt and Mr Campbell broke ranks, 
we bad a situation' best summed up, or so it seemed to me as 
we all -argued and argued, in the words of the once world famous 
Mr Dooley — the Irish-American philosopher dreamed into 
existence by the Chicago journalist Finley Peter Dunne. 

‘Whin ye see,’ said Mr Dooley — ^whose observations on poli- 
tical life were first drawn to my attention by my father when 
I was eleven or twelve years old, and made a big impression 
upon me — ‘whin ye see two men set in opposite comers while 
one mutters "thraiter” an’ th’ other hisses “miscreent”, ye 
can bet they’re two dimmycratic leaders tryin’ to reunite th’ 
party.’ 

Fairly soon, however, the Government put an end to our more 
overt troubles by suppressing the Daily Worker. There came 
an afternoon in 1940 when one of those C 1 D men who had 
so often and so attentively watched us playing the pin-tables 
at the Eagle came across the road and presented qs with the 
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n(kice of suppression. Noticing me among those present, ho 
displaced a certain embarrassment, and pre^tly revealed its 
cause. 

He was a bysy man. dn that same afternoon he had another 
paper to supp’^ess — ^namely my weekly newsletter. The Week. 
But it appeared that, under some British regulation attached to 
the Act which enabled them to suppress at all, there wes also 
an obligation to serve the notice upon the owner or rtsponsible 
publisher in person, and in that responsible person’s own place 
of busmes|. That, at least, was the policeman’s interpretation 
of his duty, and so what were we to do? Here was I — also a 
busy man, and due to be busier still when we had to deal with 
the Situation that would arise from the suppression — anJ we 
were in the City, and the offices of The Week were literally 
miles away m Victoria Street 

Asked, courteously enough, by the policeman whether I would 
engage myscll u- meet him a little later in Victoria Street for 
the sake of being put out of business a second time, I pointed 
out that I was likely to be working pretty hard in the next little 
while. It was an allusion which he perfectly understood, for 
It was obvious that the moment the Daily Worker was sup- 
pressed we should all be getting busy issuing illegal versions of 
it, which was go«ng to be a dangerous and time-absorbing 
business. 

Finally, the Inspector asked me whether I would care to have 
him drive me down in the police car, so that The Week could 
be suppressed with a minimal loss of valuable time. I thought 
for a moment that it could be considered unseemly for me to 
go cruising on such an errand at the expense of Scotla^id Yard. 
But, after a moment’s reflection, 1 accepted the offer and we 
shot across the town in the police car, making excellent time 
between the suppressed Daily Worker and about-to-be-suppressed 
Week. 

Within the hour, they had shut up The Week, and as they 
did so I had that peculiar sense of relief one sometimes has when 
they finally tell "you you have to take to your bed, or go to 
hospital. You may be in pain, but the administrative side of 
things, the awkward decisions, are their pigeon now. 

For a little while wc did run an illegal Daily Worker — a tire- 
some business because one was aware that in fact the thing was 
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a mere gesture, the publication reaching hardly anyone. And 
yet you could ge^ five years hard labour if you were cafight at 
it, just as though you had been pouring criminal incitements 
into the ears of millions. 

I daresay the affair was almost as annoying for the Special 
Branch of the C 1 D as it was for us — ior in this strange charade 
they too had to pretend that whatever we were doing was 
of vital Importance, and during that nasty butt-end of winter 
they had to follow us about in all weathers. One day I was 
trying to make my way to the place where the i^oduct was 
put together, and the two C I D men following me seemed to 
be unusually keen. None of the usual routines for throwing off 
the^tair seemed to work. When I got a taxi, they always s^med 
to find another one instantly available; when I jumped into a 
tube-train just before the gates closed, they seemed always to be 
able to squeeze in through the doors of the next carriage just in 
time. 

At length, somewhere under St John’s Wood, in one of the 
trains wherein 1 had been shuttling back and forth for what 
seemed like hours, I overheard a fellow-passenger say that the 
fog outside was so thick you could not see your hand before 
your face. At the station I was out of the train and bounding 
up the escalator with a reasonably good start on the Law. And 
sure enough the fog outside was just as the man in the train 
had described it. 1 took off my shoes and ran in stockinged feet 
through the pea-soup, and, after running some while realised 
that, although I had certainly lost my ‘tail’ I had also lost myself. 

I was creeping along, tapping my fingers on the wall beside 
me, when 1 saw, a little above my head, a figure which seemed 
familiar. It was a statue, in bronze, of a young woman — a nude 
representation of Atalanta crouching slightly behind her hounds. 
At once I remembered that at one time Clare Sheridan, the 
sculptress, had asked Patricia, in Paris, to sit as a model for such 
a statue. And the more I examined the statue before me — it 
was, so far as 1 recall, on a kind of arch over the gateway — 
the more it seemed to me that this was certarinly P9tricia and 
that therefore this must be Clare Sheridan’s house, the address 
of which I knew. (I have been told since that although Patricia’s 
figure had been there for a time, Mrs Sheridan had — ^by the 
date of which I am writing — made another statue of another 
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girl. I^that is so, tl\e physical resemblance w|s certainly extra- 
ordinary.) 

At any rate, the sight qf this mysterious brmize girl, her limbs 
in the pdfcture T)f a rurmer at the start of the race, and her gaze 
intent upon the fog ahead, helped to orientate me. 

I realised that I was much too far from the scene of my 
intended enterprise to make worth while any attempts to get 
there that morning. On the other hand, 1 was quite close to 
my home. By this time somewhat exhausted, and still carrying 
my shoes fi my hand, I thankfully made my way to my own 
house. I entered as cautiously as possible, thinking that the C I D 
men ^ight still be lurking somewhere. The caution proved^se- 
less. I was sharply bitten on the foot, and then, through the 
fog, there was audible for miles around an astounding noise 
as of a lost soul yodelling. It was produced by a dog called Zig 
which Patrici? had brought back from Central Africa — one of 
the first Bezengis ever to come to this country in good health. 

The yodelling was one of the qualities which were thought 
likely to recommend this breed to flat dwellers — the dogs could 
not bark; just yodel. They are, in their native place, used as 
lion dogs. Though no bigger than a small, ligntly-boned terrier, 
they nose out lions for the hunters and give this yodelling cry. 
They are clever and also enjoy embarrassing people. Zig, for 
example, used often to su quietly in the room beside me until 
she heard Patricia at the door and then suddenly set up the 
most dreadful, heart-breaking screaming, implying that the 
wicked new master, the brutal second husband, was torturing 
the innocent African, beating her half to death for no good 
reason. 

She sensed, evidently, that she had an excellent opportunity 
to tease me now. The noise was dreadful, and to quiet and calm 
her I had to raise my voice. Sure enough, one of the C I D 
followers had been lurking — supposing, no doubt, that the secret 
publishing office of the illegal Daily Worker was actually located 
in my house. He^came in and searched the house from cellar to 
attic, fawned on by Zig, whose manner suggested that she was 
indeed glad a representative of respectable society had called 
at last, and that if he would follow her carefully she would lead 
him to the hidden sotirces of fearful crimes. I hate anthropomor- 
phism. I just note what her manner suggested. 
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I LIKE dogs, provided that they have a certain wit, and do not 
^ulk too much when things go awry, and this Zig, airways 
on the look-out for the opportunity to drop, as it were, a 
metaphorical banana-skin under one’s foot and laugh, in her high- 
pitched African fashion, as one crashed spiritually or socially 
humiliated, was a high class of dog. In fact I never encountered 
an animal I esteemed more until, in Ireland about ten years 
later, I became the owner of the oldest donkey in that island. 
He had been named, by his previous owner — a Mr Heffeman, 
who could remember just when he bought him, so that I can 
state his age with accuracy — ‘J^cky*, and, when I first got in 
touch with him, was forty-four years of age. 

I use the phrase ‘got in touch*, because that is the way it was. 
The thing came about because my mother-in-law was trying to 
save the Protestant school in our town of Youghal. Only about 
five per cent — ^it may be less-— of the population of this ancient 
and beautiful town are Protestants, but a school is maintained 
for their children, and, with the tolerance which marks the 
Irish Government as unique (since it is a tolerance combined 
with a passionate conviction that the Protestants are utterly 
mistaken and, in the long run, dangerous enemies) it is the 
law that, provided the school can show, over a given period, an 
attendance of a minimum of twelve pupils, it qualifies for all 
the Government grants available to the Roman Catholic institu- 
tions. 

At the period of which I speak — ^in the late 1940*3 or early 
1950*8 — ^the fate of the school hung in the balance. Fopr crucial 
children lived a matter of five miles out of town at a plifice which 
used to be called Dean's farm until the plight of Irish farming 
forced the peans to emigrate to Lincolnshire; whereupon it was 
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bou^t by a refijgee from Communist Czechoslovakia, who 
raised eggs there with an efficiency which was the admiration 
of all, although there \^as never an adequate market for all the 
eggs hefraised, so that he went off and took a big job with one 
of our rising Irish industries and the farm changed hands again 
several times. The children did not have any means of transport 
to town, failed to attend school regularly, and endangAed the 
grant. 

Mrs Arbuthnot, one of the few rich Anglo-Irish who supported 
Mr de VJIera, considered, so far as I could ascertain, that the 
main, if not the only, thing that was wrong with Irish national- 
ism, was that the Roman Catholic Church had inevitably j|^ined 
an undue influence on this otherwise sound political movement 
— a situation resulting, as she justly pointed out to me, from 
the failure of Protestant Parnell. 

Being of practical mind, she gave thought to the school situa- 
tion and concluded that the way to solve the problem was to 
provide the Dean family with a donkey and a tub cart. The 
cart was already available, and contact with the donkey was 
at length established by myself and the Rector, who was, in 
that capacity, ultimately responsible for the success or failure 
of the Parochial School. 

The price demanded for this aged and sagacious beast was 
three pounds, and my mother-in-law and I shared fifty shillings 
of the burden, with the Rector contributing ten — on the ground, 
as my mother-in-law very wisely said, that, it would enhance 
his interest and attention to business if he had a financial stake 
in the enterprise. 

For a whole school term the donkey took the children to 
and from school, but at the end of the period Mrs Arbuthnot — 
who felt a love for and responsibility towards our fellow-animals 
— noted that the donkey had been ill, or at least carelessly, used. 
He had sores and lice, and was emaciated. He was in conse- 
quence removed from the care of the Deans and accommodated 
on lavish pasture at* Mrs Arbuthnot’s house, where he browsed 
very cheerfully under that Oriel window in Youghal from which 
Spenser record that he looked out as he wrote the first stanzas 
of The Faerie Queen. (The house, at that time, belonged to Sir 
Walter Raleigh who, among other functions, held the position 
of Mayor of Youghal.) 
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The day came, ^ very hot day in mid-sunyner, when tlje re- 
habilitated donkey, clean, sleek, beautifully coated, was to be 
returned to the Deans in readiness for t]ie approaching autumn 
term. I was to go along with him and make a little speech, ex- 
plaining to the careless children just how a donkey should be 
taken care of, drawing their untutored attention to the state 
the doilkey had been in before and the state he was in now. 

My sister-in-law came along to drive the trap, but Jacky, who 
— ^if this is not too anthropomorphic a way of looking at the 
animal — seemed to resent the circumstance of being iLed as an 
example of what care and thought can do for our dumb friends, 
refus^ to work. We had to get out and pull him and push«the 
trap up hill and down for the whole of those miles. Within 
sight, at last, of the Dean farm, we saw that the Deans had 
observed us from afar, (or else, more likely, they had been 
notified in advance by the Rector that they were going to get 
their transport back but would have to take a speech with it) 
and they were assembled at the road-gate of the farm 

I mentally rehearsed my little exhortation, which was simul- 
taneously to do much for the animal cause and save a section 
of Irish Protestantism. The donkey’s expression became more 
and more resentful, and as we drew nearer to the gate he 
staggered slightly and then reeled in a positively spectacular 
manner. I was at once aware of an ominous resemblance between 
him and Mr John Betjeman who, in earlier days, used to em- 
barrass pompous friends by pretending to have an epileptic fit 
in Bond Street or Whitehall or the foyer of the Ritz Hotel. He 
once played a trick of that kind on an ambitious cousin of mine 
who expected to become the private secretary of Sir John Simon, 
then Foreign Secretary. My cousin was talking to Sir John in 
a sapient, well-bred, discreet kind of way, which made me and 
Mr Betjeman feel a little sick, when Mr Betjeman started to do 
his act, first trembling a little, then foaming at the mouth, then 
trembling a lot more, and finally falling down, writhing on the 
pavement of Parliament Square. 

‘Stop it, Johnny,’ snarled our political aspirant, who knew 
perfectly well that the thing was a malign trick, a wicked act 
of deflation. It was the beauty of that trick that the victim 
always knew that it was a trick and could do nothing about 
it or, if he attempted to do so, got himself into worse trouble. 
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It was^what happened on this occasion. A small crowd had, of 
course, collect^, and the honest human hearts of these by- 
standers were intelligibly^ outraged by the sight of erne man in 
epileptic fgony^}n the pavement, another actually laughing, and 
a third, with chill indifference, trying to go on talking to the 
Foreign Secretary about Manchukuo. 

'Look at your poor friend,’ they shouted at my cousin* who 
was trying to make such a good impression on Sir John. ‘Can’t 
you see he’s ill? Having a fit he is. Can’t you do something?’ 

Seeing hi# hopes of a fine political career deteriorating fast — 
for Sir John Simon was a particularly respectable class of man 
who jyould certainly not care to have as his private secretary 
one who consorted with people apt to have epileptic fits almost 
in the doorway of the House of Commons — ^my cousin, exasper- 
ated, interrupted his conversation with the Minister long enough 
to kick Mr Bet^^man savagely in the behind. 

The onlookers were at first incredulous, then indignant nearly 
to lynching-point ‘See that? See what he did? Kicked his poor 
friend Kicked him while he’s in a fit.’ Furious humanitarians 
rushed forward to get Mr Betjeman to his feet, others argued 
noisily about how best to call an ambulance, two men dashed 
into the outer lobby of the House of Commons howling for 
assistance, and the Foreign Secretary, to whom a scene in the 
street was a lot more shocking a thing to be involved in than 
a war in the Far East, disappeared. My relative’s climb up the 
political ladder had ended almost before it had begun. 

My reminiscent suspicion of Jacky’s behaviour on the lane 
leading to the Dean farm was justified. Within a dozen yards of 
the gateway, where all the Dean children and their parents were 
drawn up in an attitude of respectful expectation such as is 
due to a man who is partly responsible for salvaging a donk^ 
and the Protestant school, this donkey not only reeled, but, 
reeling, fell. With the air of a stricken hero, determined to 
struggle forward to the goal despite all, he somehow slid him- 
self a couple of ^ards* through the dust. Then, with a look at 
me which seemed the equivalent of a malicious wink, he 
allowed himself to collapse entirely and, for good measure, 
ejected a small dribble of blood from the side of his mouth. 

My speech died on my lips. Twenty minutes after I had left 
the farm, so I was told later, the donkey recovered completely. 
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Later, I bought out the Vicar’s and Mrs ^buthnot’s ii^erests, 
and he lived ana worked with us another seven or eight years 
and appeared, with dignity, on a Britijih Television programme, 
being interviewed by Mr Malcolm Muggeridge. •Throughout all 
those years he took any opportunity he could find to tease me 
if he thought I was getting at all above myself, or taking any* 
thing' fo^ granted. A year or so ago he went to Blarney Castle, 
as companion to a young horse who had become so attached to 
the donkey that nobody could get him into the horse-box unless 
the donkey went too, and would have pined away t-vithout his 
aged companion. The donkey finally keeled over and quietly 
die^ after standing a long time gazing, so the groom at B|^mey 
told me, up at the Blarney Stone. 

The central African hon-dog, Zig, had a similarly astringent 
effect. At a time early in the war, when hardly any human in 
London could find a taxi, this dog used to find them and ride 
about in them at my expense — ^she would trek miles across 
London, get weary and lost, catch, with her exotic and endear- 
ing appearance, the eye of one of the rare taxi-drivers, and (her 
address being on her collar) be chauffeured back home, laughing, 
it seemed, unrestrainedly as I paid the fare 

(In the very early days of television she, like Jacjcy, appeared 
on the screen My wife had been asked to talk about Central 
Africa and to bring the strange dog. But, unlike the donkey, 
Zig did not behave with dignity. Far from it. She first turned 
her back on the audience and then, it was her idea, I suppose, 
of a joke, relieved herself in the sight of all. She also pretended 
to hunt for fleas, although she was kept perfectly clean and 
had none. She wanted, I suppose, to suggest to the audience that 
with Patricia she lived in squalor.) 

She was, unfortunately, a kind of drug addict — she would 
do anything to get hold of wool and $uck it. She could smell 
wool through a thick cardboard box, and bite into the box until 
she could get her teeth and nose into the wool. 

This addiction, which was soon imifated by her puppies, 
rendered her unfit for the society of children-^he was capable 
of jumping into a pram and dragging the clothes off a baby to 
get at the wool, and, though a few minutes later she would 
scream with remorse for the possible injury done to the child, 
she could jiever resist doing it again when the craving came 
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upon^er. For this^reason. among others, when my eldest son 
was born we had to give her awdy. 

There had been reastyis for doing so even before that. Her 
sardmiicfimpi^ness led her to find ways to make us even more 
impopular and suspect in the neighbourhood than, as a result 
of the Communist Party’s change of line, we were already. The 
house whose back garden abutted on our back garden^waf occu- 
pied by a woman who was suspicious of her neighbours at the 
best of times, and, on finding that she had Communists at the 
bottom ortier garden, became nearly hysterical and used to call 
up the police in the middle of the night to say that she had seen 
us signalling with electric torches to invisible enemy airgraft. 
Zig used to get into the garden at night and yodel, and, by an 
odd association of ideas, our neighbour somehow formed the 
impression that even the dog was communistic and that its cries 
had some sini'^er significance— perhaps it had been trained to 
signal to other subversives in adjacent streets She would call 
up the police about the dog, too, and once, considering that they 
were lacking in zeal, she herself crept into the garden and 
attempted to kidnap the little creature 

Though this person could not but remind one of that sort of 
people who, in the first world war, used to throw stones at dachs- 
hunds, the general atmosphere of suspicion and hostility in 
which we lived was, of course, natural enough, and at least we 
were not in jail. I had, however, been afraid lest Patricia might 
find it intolerable; an inconvenience, too, of her new way of life 
which she could not have been expected to foresee. She had, 
however, been brought up in Ireland, a circumstance which had 
conditioned her to take a more realistic view of the twists and 
viccisitudes of political existence than she otherwise might have 
done; and, in addition, she had developed an acid scepticism 
about anything that any British Government might do, supp^t, 
or proclaim. 

Her home itself, properly named 'Myrtle Grove’ but still 
locally called ‘Raleign’s House’, told a sufficiently realistic poli- 
tical story. It was from here that Sir Walter had first plundered 
Munster, and here that he had himself been plundered by the 
first Earl of Cork, who bought his estates for a song with appa- 
rently the understanding, at least on Raleigh’s part, that the Earl 
would in turn lend his support to save Raleigh fr^m execution 
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for treason. If he ^id have such an understan^ling, he was j^tally 
mistaken. 

Generations later what had very probj>bly attracted her grand- 
father, Sir Henry Blake’s, favourable attention to'tiie place was 
that it was, above all, defensible. He was a former officer of the 
Royal Irish Constabulary, penniless at the start, but handsome, 
able and adventurous — a character, indeed, more native to the 
eighteenth than the nineteenth century. He married an heiress, 
whose parents immediately disinherited her. But she was a 
woman of energy — a legacy, perhaps, from her mothftr who, at 
the age of seventy or thereabouts, suddenly decided to learn 
ancient Hebrew, and did so — and she managed to manipvlate 
the influence of her powerful clan (her sister was Duchess of St 
Albans) so successfully that Henry Blake became successively 
Governor of Newfoundland, Jamaica, Hongkong, and Ceylon, 
and rich into the bargain. The subject races of the Maidive 
Islands paid annual tribute in the form of millions of tiny yellow 
cowrie shells; the British Government obligingly lent Sir Henry 
one of Her Imperial Majesty’s cruisers to ship them home in; 
and Sir Henry used them to gravel the walks of the flower 
garden at Myrtle Grove. 

As an ex-policeman and colonial Governor, Sir Henry did not 
take much stock in English theories as to the love and loyalty 
with which the Irish people at large — ^as distinct from agitators 
and small bands of extremists — were supposed to regard the 
ruling class (particularly such of its members as happened to be 
of native Irish stock, but operating on the side of the Ascend- 
ancy). He did not greatly care for the look of those lovely 
Georgian houses with huge windows — ^well enough in their way, 
but very uncomfortable if the populace should prove unloving 
and turn up with firearms. He chose instead Myrtle Grove, 
largely on the ground that this early Tudor dwelling was girt, 
for the most part, by the mighty old town wall of Youghal and 
was, in any case, right inside the town, conveniently near to the 
garrison, not isolated somewhere where the natives might have 
time to express themselves violently before succour could 
arrive. 

A good deal of Patricia’s childhood was lived during the war 
of independence and the subsequent civil war, when there were 
standing or^^ at Myrtle Grove to the effect that any man 
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appearing in the grounds after dark without due authorization 
was ft) be shot at %ight, with no time-wastiii|g questicuis asked. 
Her parents, in point of fact, sympathized with the Irish cause, 
at least ^o a jnuch grelter extent than was usual among the 
Anglo-Irish, but it was never certain whether that much 
sympathy would be an adequate protection; people often enough 
got shot as a result of a misunderstanding. 

An addition to the defences was the belief that liidy Blake 
had the power of the evil eye. This weapon was in her case 
thought t(^be so potent that when the old lady sat, as she often 
did, at the window of the library on the ground floor, the gar- 
deners, when they had occasion to pass in front of the window, 
did f u in a crouching posture, or actually on all fours, fo^ fear 
of encountering that terrible beam. 

This background perhaps made it rather easier than would 
have at first seemed likely for Patricia to accept, or at any rate 
not to be siartied oi repelled by, unorthodox, violent or extreme 
political views which, by habit and tradition, so many English 
people found it almost impossible not only to accept, but even 
to examine seriously. She had the further advantage of having 
spent only a few weeks at an orthodox upper-class school — she 
was sent to one in London when her parents lived there, but she 
was allergic to it It made her scream in the night and run a 
temperature and she had to be sent over to Ireland and her 
notably unorthodox grandmother, who nourished her physically 
with large doses of claret and port wine, and mentally with 
encouragement to make good use of the large Myrtle Grove 
library, and in general to look upon the acquisition of factual 
knowledge on subjects ranging from pnmitive religious to the 
geography of China as a desirable and, in the fullest sense of the 
word, amusing activity, so that Patricia after her day’s hunting, 
of which she was passionately fond, would spend what she con- 
sidered a pleasantly refaxed evening drinking port and studying 
The Golden Bough, or a learned article in the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica. 

Indeed, it w%s a civilized kind of house where it seemed 
natural to be gay and serious at the same time and where the 
library was deemed as important as the stables. 

Still, despite general unorthodoxy of opinion, readiness to 
examine anything new, and inveterate suspicion of all acts of 
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the British Government, she was sceptical and suspicious of the 
Communists too.fand their sudden opposition to the waf made 
her profoundly uneasy. However, she was prepared to give them 
and me the benefit of the doubt — ^and, 'at the timf, thq;e seemed 
to be enough doubt as to the realities of the international situa* 
tion to make a quarrel on the issue less than worth while. You 
could«see plenty of flaws in the Communist case, and plenty of 
hypocris;^ in the statements that came from Moscow — ^but then 
you looked at London and Pans, and the general pattern of 
western war policy, and you saw the same things Jhere. Also, 
Patricia shared with me what I suppose could be called a certain 
laziness of mind; a preference, at any rate, for getting ahead with 
som'^ available form of action, rather than becoming invblved 
in more or less talmudic arguments about whether to act and 
what direction to act in. I took pleasure in polemical political 
writing, satire, and militant reportage not, certainly, with quite 
the detachment of a barrister m relation to his client, but with 
an attitude something like that — it was the marshalling of the 
case, the strategy and tactics of the written word which basic- 
ally interested and excited me. And Patricia felt something of 
the same. 

Her introduction to the war itself at least was sufficiently 
English. She had long been in training with the AKP, and, now 
at the moment of the outbreak was working m the underground 
— allegedly but not actually bomb-proof — communications- 
room of the Area Control Centre in Praed Street. Chamberlain 
droned his Sunday morning announcement over the radio, the 
first air raid warning droned after him. People thought there 
would be a holocaust any minute now. Patricia’s telephone rang, 
and a profoundly shaken voice cried, ‘This is St Mary’s Hospital. 
Whatever am 1 supposed to do now? I’ve lost the keys to the 
bloody mortuary.’ 

After the abandonment of the illegal \Vorker there followed a 
period of inexpressible political dreariness. With no papers to 
write for, I felt as though I had been suddenly castrated. I 
worked, irritably and ineffectively, as a sort of Public Relations 
and Press Officer for that congeries of loud-mouthed committees 
called the People’s Convention. I detest committees, conferences 
and public speaking, and since the People’s Convention involved 
a non-stop experience of all three 1 used sometimes to wonder 
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at that period whether I had died without noticing it and was 
in hell^for my sins. 

Much of the activity Of the organisation consisted in what, on 
a much j^ter (jccasion, Itir Wilfred Roberts, M.P., described to 
me — ^he was speaking of a Liberal party conference — ^as ‘an 
attempt to avert a split between the dupes and the fellow- 
travellers’. The only interest or amusement I ever extyacted 
from the People’s Convention was in the reading o>a secret 
report upon it, prepared for the Labour party or the T U C (I 
forget whi^) by some ‘expert’, a copy of which had been stolen 
for us from Transport House. From this 1 gathered that our pro- 
ceedings, which seemed to me almost totally futile, in reality 
constituted a serious menace and were a powerful souref of 
political evil. 

When Hitler with bomb and tank hnally convinced Stalin 
that the Nazis were not as friendly as they looked, the Com- 
munists imn‘.i-di4.-l/ dynamited the Convention, which blew to 
pieces with an almost inaudible pop. 

During that time of relative isolation you needed not only 
lights in the darkness (there were really quite a lot of them) but 
barometers to tap and thermometers to read, so that you could 
feel you knew rather more about the state of the weather than 
you could learn from the newspapers or the meetings of the 
faithful. 

In this respect 1 found much pleasure, comfort and utilitarian 
advantage in the society of a Mr Harry, who kept, in our neigh- 
bourhood, a big public house which combined a rich Edwardian 
cockney flavour with a faint element of up-to-date garishness, 
according well enough with the big motor cars of military men 
in his yard by day, and the aircraft overhead dropping incen- 
diary bombs into the roadway by night. 

Apart from keeping this public house Mr Harry was a 
member of a family vaguely connected with what might be 
called the down-to-earth side of cockney entertainment. 
Through a cousin he had an interest in a boxing establishment or 
prize-ring somewhere, and another cousin had a piece of a 
music-hall, and someone else of the clan v\ s promoting some 
other little show in the provinces. In token of all this, Mr Harry 
himself wore spectacularly expensive suits, had a carnation 
regularly in his buttonhole and smoked — right through the 
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yrorst of all the shortages so far as I can recall — ^big cigars. 

He was a mantwho felt that the first buslhess of an inn'-keeper 
is to be tolerant to all who do not actualy disrupt by their 
conduct the harmony and comfort or the inn— and ^ time of 
war, and savagely aroused political feeling, to maintain that 
kind of balance is a considerable achievement. Mr Harry liked 
to achieve it, so that without much danger of being suddenly 
assailed 'by a fellow-drinker as a Moscow-minion, a fifth- 
colunmist and probable Jew-baiter in disguise, I could spend a 
couple of hours there taking the temperature and,. tapping the 
barometer of what people were really saying, sometimes in the 
saloon bar, sometimes in the public. It was understood that I 
waa an eccentric who refused to be ‘typed’ as an unfailing 
habituS of one or the other. 

Mr Harry himself liked to make people at home. But he was 
also a busy man, and often did not take time to find out whether 
some vague rumour he had heard about one of his clients was 
true or not. Thus, when I first took to going there, he had picked 
up from somewhere or other a report that I was a former diplo- 
mat currently doing hush-hush work of a military nature. He 
at once told me that, at an unspecified period of his early youth 
— ^at the time I speak he must have been in his late forties or 
early fifties — he had been in the Indian cavalry. * 

‘Had my white charger, old boy,‘ he said, drawing luxuriously 
on the cigar,‘ arid rode all over India on it. Glorious. Never mind 
about the bombs — the old Empire will come through.’ 

Learning, a little later, that his earlier assumptions had been 
mistaken, and that I was something to do with ‘the literary 
game’, he told me, at a rather intense period of the blitz, that 
he himself had been, until very recently, a ‘great reader’. 

‘Used,’ he said, ‘to like nothing better than settle down with 
something good.’ 

‘What sort of thing did you read?’ 

‘Well,’ said Mr Harry, ‘Thucydides, Dante — that type of thing. 
But d’you know,’ he said mournfully, listening tt> the sirens, 
‘this thing’s got on my nerves. I can’t settle to (that sort of thing 
nowadays. It’s changed my reading habits altogether. Can you 
imagine what I read now?’ 

1 tried to imagine what an enthusiast for Thucydides and 
Dante might be reduced to when his nerve broke. 
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'Dickens?' I guessed. ‘Or some of the modern novelists?’ 

‘NaS/ said Mr HiSry, his cockney broadening in disgust at my 
naive^, my under-estimation of the nerve-shocks he had 
receivedVNotliing but tfle back numbers of Men Only.’ 

The back numbers?’ 

'Yus. Just the back numbers. The up-to-date ones get on my 
nerves. Too much of all this around us. Too much war.’ • 

When Mr Harry admitted to himself, as he must hafe known 
with one half of his mind almost from the outset, that I was 
in some v^y mixed up with the Communists, 1 knew that the 
political climate of Britain had considerably changed. It must 
have been a month or two after Hitler’s attack on Russia that 
he rilfentioned to me that he had always been a close studeft of 
politics, and that he had always felt ‘some sort of Socialism or 
Communism’ to have a particular appeal. 

‘After all,’ said he, ‘you have to consider elementary human 
justice. Don t lorgct that, Claud, old boy.’ 

Because it was sometimes used by groups of fire-watchers the 
public house could on occasion, without interference by the 
police, stay open half the night. In an unusual upflare of 
common-sense it was thought better that an incendiary bomb 
should be dealt with by a man who had been notably infringing 
the licensing laws than that it should be left to bum the neigh- 
bourhood. At one such moment Mr Harry and 1 were standing 
alone in the bar, very late, and he said to me, ‘I can see it 
coming, Claud. The Communists are going to take ov“r the 
country when this little lot’s finished with. And I don't say they 
shouldn’t. I don’t say you haven’t common human justice on 
your side, Claud. All I ask of you is just one thing.’ 

‘What’s that, Harry?’ 

‘All I ask, Claud, when you and your pals take over and make 
that great revolution, that you’ll just leave me my King, my 
constitution and my country.’ 

He had tears in his eyes, and it was hard not to be able to 
offer him a binding guarantee 

A year or more after the war was over, Mr Harry took a trip 
to the Channel Islands — the only bit of the British Isles actually 
occupied by the Germans during the conflict. He was enthus- 
iastic. He described some huge beer cellar which the German 
military had remodelled and decorated in the Muniejj manner — ^a 

C.T.L. — F 
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magnificent place, which, by its existence and the amenities it 
could offer to th# English visitor, showed tftat out of evil some 
good could come. 

I made some disobliging remark to the effect that Ichad read 
somewhere that a good many of the Channel islanders had made 
quite a good thing out of the war — ^had collaborated with the 
invaders too per cent, given them lists of local Jews so that 
these coiiid be deported, and so on. Mr Harry said he had heard 
similar reports in the islands, and judged them to be well-based. 

‘But you don’t understand, Claud old boy,’ he s»id, ‘at the 
time they did that, those people thought the Germans were 
going to win.’ 

\^ithin a couple of weeks of the German invasion of Russia, 
Mr Rust had begun to organize what turned out to be one of the 
most remarkable ‘mass campaigns’ in the history of the British 
Left — the campaign to lift the ban on the Daily Worker and, 
incidentally. The Week. With extraordinary skill he fused the 
enthusiasm for the Russian fighters, the general belief of millions 
of British working people that now a lot of real tough friends 
had come to their senses and were fighting shoulder to shoulder 
with them, with the immediate objective of getting the ban 
raised. 1 was told at the time that, from quite an early date, Mr 
Churchill had expressed himself as in favour — or at least not 
opposed — to such action. But, as a result of what could seem a 
paradoxical structure of British politics ever since approxi- 
mately -1924, it was the leadership of the Labour party which 
most strenuously resisted the move, and used all its influence 
and knowledge of Left politics to dissuade the rest of the Gov- 
ernment from doing anything of the kind. 

It was not until, to the visible and aghast astonishment of 
those on the platform, the Labour Party’s own conference at 
Central Hall, Westminster, in the winter of 1942-43, voted 
against the ban by a small but respectable majority, that the 
final event became inevitable. 

The Week was told it would be allowed^ut, too. 

At this moment a curious episode occurred. Hdlf casually, half 
intently, Mr Rust asked me whether 1 did, in fact, propose to re- 
start The Week. I was astonished. We had been campaigning for 
the freeing of both papers for months. He then said that there 
were some people at King Street who felt, or might be expected 
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to feel, that The V^eek constituted an anomalous phenomenon 
— one which could even be embarrassing, I*enquired in what 
sense that could be so?^e explained that what was anomalous 
was thaift)n the one hand, as a result of recent events. The Week, 
which hitherto had, so far as a lot of its subscribers were con* 
cerned, been seen as merely radical, and even anarchistic, was 
now rated as an organ of the Communist party. Yet, in so 

far as its Editor was associated with the Daily Worker, the Com- 
munist party had no real say-so about The Week, no editorial or 
financial ctntrol. He made it clear that this was a situation which 
gave many people at King Street nightmares. And I could see, 
in a^way, why. It was made clear to me that nobody vfpuld 
take It amiss if 1 ]ust failed to take advantage of the lifting 
of the ban and devoted myself in future exclusively to the 
Daily Worker. 

In some ways the notion was attractive, for I could see that 
the situation, 'v'lich was so entirely different from that which 
T he Week had been founded to exploit, and of which it had so 
successfully taken advantage in the 1930’s, no longer existed — 
and had not, in fact, existed since, at the latest, the end of the 
‘phoney war’. 

On the other hand, the cool suggestion now made irked me 
and caused me uneasiness. I had a feeling it might be better to 
keep my tiny boat in seaworthy condition. I could hardly express 
that thought very clearly to Mr Rust — who would have been 
quick to appreciate it — because it would evidently have con- 
firmed whatever suspicions about my possible goings-on were 
harboured at Headquarters. It was desirable to emulate that 
Chinese General who, in the days before the Communists took 
over, was suspected by his Commander-in-Chief, Chiang Kai- 
shek, of moving over to the other side. 

‘Be not afraid,’ cabled the General or War Lord from i ytm ** 
fastness in West China. ‘I have no thoughts of my own.’ 

I did, however, say to Mr. Rust that I really could not put 
myself in the position of having stumped the country for 
months, demanding, in the name of British justice and the 
elementary freedoms of the press, that my paper be released from 
the ban to carry out a task indispensable to the proper inform- 
ing of public opinion and the health of the nation, and then, the 
ban being rais^, walk away with a shrug saying thht on second 
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thoughts I deemed it a waste of time to take advantaee of our 
arduously re-gaintfd liberty. 

William Rust, whose sense of humou^ you rarely appealed to 
in vain, accepted the argument as valid, and— or so I wus told — 
put up a vigorous fight on my behalf against those who looked 
upon the existence of an ‘independent’ paper which also pur- 
ported*’ to be Communist as a gross, and even alarming, 
contradiction in terms. 
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L’homme qui rit 


U NLLSS you are in actual combat, or in some command- 
ing position where you can play chess with it all, jnost 
of a war is apt to be horribly boring. It does not fill up 
your time interestingly, and yet it is too intrusive to let you get 
ahead with anything else. There are exceptional people who, 
under stress of war, seem almost literally to rise, as the phrase 
used to go, above it; people who can force themselves to turn 
the beastly necessities of war into virtues, and, in addition to 
combat, do whatever else they do — such as painting, or thinking, 
or designing engines — better in that atmosphere than in any 
other. They make, 1 believe, the finest fighting men and I 
suppose they are at the same time the people who in war time 
really do ‘save civilisation’. Personally, 1 have encountered more 
of them among the British and French than anywhere else. There 
were several such — together, naturally with numerous scoun- 
drels and poltroons — in the entourage of General de Gaulle, and, 
by a twist of the whirligig of time which now seems bizarre, 
there was at that time in London a working alliance between the 
Gaullists and the Communists. 

Mutually they suspected that the British and American Gov- 
ernments were, even then, favouring collaborationists and 
appeasers in France, on. the gound that they would, in the long, 
long run help London and Washington solve their grievous — 
genuinely grievous — problem of how to defeat Hitler without 
letting the Communists win. 

As a conseqifence it could be surmised that they might be 
prepared to a certain degree to strangle or squeeze the wind- 
pipes of those sections of the resistance movement which could 
be proved to be, or strongly suspected to be, under Communist 
control. It would not have been an unreasonable 1|ehaviour on 
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their part. Nobody can be amazed at people doing what they 
conceive to be inrtheir own best interests. And if these j^ple 
choose to place their bets that way— 1(^ gamble that they could 
afford to hobble some of the French resistance for the sake of 
other objectives on more distant horizons — it was their privilege 
to do so. As things turned out, they did bring about approxi- 
mately the situation they were surmised to have in mind. The 
situation ^n France today cannot be fully understood without 
some reference to the policies prevailing and the struggles 
tmdertaken on one side and the other in the London «\nd Wash- 
ington of the early 1940’s. 

Nobody will ever know now how correct was that surmise, 
or what weight the people who held those views really pulled 
at the time. You could sift for months the official and unofficial 
records, the published and unpublished memoirs, and you still 
would find that your busy historical sieve had holes in it. 
Although the first Henry Ford was mistaken in thinking that 
history is simply ‘the bunk’, he was right in supposing that 
when people write history they have a temptation — conscious 
or subconscious, but seldom resisted — to put some bunk into it. 

Any important and lively phenomenon of history is like the 
horse in Dickens’s Hard Times. 

‘ "Girl number twenty unable to define a horse !^’ said Mr 
Gradgrind, for the general behoof of all the little pitchers. “Girl 
number twenty possessed of no facts, in reference to one of the 
commonest of animals! Some boy’s definition of a horse . . , 
Bitzer,’’ said Thomas Gradgrind, "Your definition of a horse.” 

‘ "Quadruped, Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely twenty-foiu’ 
grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve incisive. Sheds coat in the 
spring; in marshy countries, sheds hoofs too. Hoofs hard, but 
requiring to be shod with iron. Age known by marks in mouth.” 

‘ “Now, girl number twenty,” said Mr Gradgrind, “You know 
what a horse is.” ’ 

But those engaged — ^in both the English and French senses of 
the word — ^in any form of immediate activity are, as it were, 
riding the horse and can hardly hang about uiitil it has been 
defined to the extent where it is known that in marshy countries 
it sheds its hoofs. At that time we were all riding horses, and 
nobody had time to bother much with defining the hoof- 
structure offGaullism, or Communism either. 
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The 'mystique' o|Gaullism and de Gaulle was a word much in 
vogue' at the time, and rightly so. It is strangeithat although the 
British have as much jusceptibility to ‘mystiques’ as do the 
French-«though the British will commonly deny it, and slightly 
deride the French for that susceptibility — there is no word for 
it in our language. This lacuna — could it mean that a whole lan- 
guage can suffer from an inhibition? — is a problem for jftycho- 
analytical semanticists, and they should get on with ft. 

The highlights of life and history are produced by the 
occasions and personalities which make two times two equal 
seven. That is a function of ‘mystique ’ 

It^was in that sense that there was a ‘mystique’ of the Spqpish 
war, and with the emergence of General de Gaulle from the 
squalor and horror of the ‘phoney’ war and the subsequent 
French disaster, followed by a noise from Paris as of apes intrigu- 
ing and disputing about coconuts while the extermination 
chambers liuiiuied and a little farther westwards, there sounded 
a pure and lyrical note which (though neither the Communists 
nor the Gaullists would admit it now), suggested to some people 
that Europe had not gone entirely tone-deaf at the moment when 
the Spanish Republican cause came to its dead end at Figueras. 

The people who never can see how to make more than four 
out of two times two, and settle for that as the best that can be 
done with the arithmetic of life, had a jolt. France, like Evadne 
in The Maid’s Tragedy, had brought many people near to 
‘ . . . that dull calamity. 

To that strange misbelief of all the world. 

And all things that are in it.’ 

General de Gaulle, and all that he implied, were an escape from 
dull calamity. 

I have just said that there was a working alliance between the 
Gaullists and the Communists, and in the practical sense of the 
term — ^the sense that a co-operation of this kind existed and had 
effects— it is true. But both the Gaullists and the Communists 
may be right when, 3s they often do nowadays, they deny the 
existence of ady such thing. Perhaps it was ju.«!t an alliance 
between individuals who found one another sympathetic and 
thought that for the time being they were going the sann* way. 
So far as I was concerned my ally was that journalist and pro- 
pagandist of genius Andr^ Laguerre (a very French Frenchman 
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brought up in San Francisco, because his ^father was French 
consul there). Aftir escaping from France and for a while tramp- 
ing the pavement of Carlton Gardens y^ith a rifle on his shoul- 
der, on sentry-go for the Free French, he became<.-as att result of 
his energy and some unknown person’s perspicacity — ^Public 
Relations Oflicer for the Gaullists. 

At (haj| time, the Gaullists were far from popular in London — 
partly because they were still less popular in Washington where 
President Roosevelt took the view that, in terms of Rooseveltian 
philosophy, the relatively small de Gaulle bottle muswbe marked 
‘dangerous, to be taken only imder American doctor’s direc- 
tioiy;’, like the much bigger bottle in which Roosevelt thought 
he smelled the inveterate imperialism and colonialism of 
Winston Churchill. The much over-simplified impression one 
had at the time was that Mr Churchill, who had his own 
troubles with Mr Roosevelt — ^not to mention the general and 
real tmdesirability of doing anything which might be difficult to 
explain to Mr Bernard Baruch — ^saw no good reason to compro- 
mise British policies by getting their name too closely linked 
with that of General de Gaulle. 

Liberals and Socialists in France and England were suspicious 
of the General, too. Indeed, I suppose that if you made up a 
composite figure of every available element that would annoy, 
discompose, and arouse the suspicions of an orthodox English 
Labour Party leader, the General would have about filled the 
bill. He may have made, from time to time, some enthusiastic 
speech about democracy or the century of the common man, 
but, if so, I do not recall it. And the omission was a serious 
political mistake. It was one which M. Laguerre and myself did 
oim best to repair. 

We were not much assisted by the attitude and actions of 
some members of the entourage. De Gaulle himself, though 
declared by his enemies to be as vain as a peacock, was no easy 
client for publicity men. And then there was a Colonel Passy 
(it was not, naturally, his real name, but* in the course of the 
years I have forgotten what his real name was), a counter- 
espionage policier, who could never grasp the difference between 
that sort of killing which the public think is murder, and the 
sort they accept as a form of national defence. 

He murdefed, or arranged for the murder of, a man in Chike 
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Street. He believed,^rightly 1 have always thought, that this man 
— ^repyesenting himself as a devoted adherent the Free French 
— ^was in reality a Gerjaan spy. The victim, after death, was 
strung up in this room in Duke Street, and the police were sup- 
posed to believe he had hanged himself. 

The police found it difficult to understand why a man would 
have beaten himself up in a savage manner before st#inging 
himself up. Also, since it was the ordinary police whcfhad been 
called in to find the body of the alleged suicide, the case had been 
automatically placed on the conveyor-belt of the ‘due processes 
of law'. There had to be an inquest. 

It was the sort of point which Colonel Passy was liab^ to 
overlook. Perhaps he would have been more careful about it if 
he had not misunderstood — and who shall blame him? — ^the 
nuances of the British political scene. He did not, evidently, 
understand that in British political life it is almost essential to 
be a Christicjii » \en when you are an atheist. ‘Being a Christian' 
in this sense means that, though you may proclaim total dis- 
belief in the doctrines of the Church, you must at the same time 
indicate that you arc in favour of Christian ‘ethical values'. 

To sneer at this as hypocrisy is cheap. There is hypocrisy in it, 
certainly. But, when the people across the street are running up 
their extermination chambers and getting to take torture for 
granted, this sort of hypocrisy has a value. Wilde said hypocrisy 
is the tribute vice pays to virtue. Such tributes, and the recogni- 
tion that they ought to be paid, have a civilizing influence. 

Being, in this sense, Christian, British public opinion — and 
more particularly Left opinion — is implacably opposed to war. 
When, after announcing its opposition, the Left, as in the last 
two world conflicts, finds itself vigorously supporting a war, it 
understandably prefers that it shall not have its nose rubbed in 
the facts of war n\ore than is absolutely necessary. It 
requires, for instance, that if, in the interests of the war effort, a 
man has to be done to death in Duke .Street, the murderer shall 
wear kid gloves and^leave no finger-prints. Enemy agents, like 
the ex-husband*of the heroine of Gentlemen Vreler Blondes, are 
not murdered, they become shot. 

A disclosure that the Gaullists considered it natural and reas- 
onable to murder a man in a backroom in Duke Street on the 
ground that they thought him an enemy agent waf going to be 
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meat and drink to de Gaulle’s enemies. Liberals and Labour 
people were going to react with horror on general prirtciples. 
And a lot ot other people who would ^have thought nothing of 
doing the same thing in similar circumstances .were agoing to 
exploit what one of them once deliciously described to me as 
the ‘layman’s reaction’ zestfully for their own purposes. 

Thocase has always fascinated me as being one of those affairs 
which h^ve effects similar to that which imminent drowning is 
supposed to have, except that in these cases it is not the past 
which is projected in a sudden illuminating flash, but the 
present. By just watching the reactions of people — of those, that 
is, who knew or guessed the truth of what had happened — ^you 
could acquire a detailed geographical survey of the mind' and 
face of political Britain, a sketch of trends and tendencies you 
could not have got from innumerable ‘public opinion polls’. 

Characteristically completing the picture. General de Gaulle 
and Colonel Passy simply could not see why, once the body was 
literally on view, the British authorities could not dispense with 
an inquest, or else instruct the local police to say that the man 
had been picked up dead in the street, or tell any other story of 
the kind which would avoid any type of political unpleasant- 
ness. Indeed it was one of those episodes which helped to con- 
vince the Gaullists that the British Intelligence Service — for 
whose assistance in burying the matter quietly they Immediately 
applied — ^was positively working against them. Otherwise why 
wasn’t an agent sent round to the police station or the Coroner 
with instructions as to what the police witnesses and the 
Coroner were to say or do? On est trahi. 

Although I did not think so at the time, I have been assured 
since that a maximum was done in that quarter to smother the 
affair. But although, by skilful use of the security regulations, 
the barest minimum of fact got publishetj in the newspapers, the 
story circulated widely by word of mouth and Andr6 Laguerre, 
with such assistance as I could offer, had to work overtime try- 
ing to keep the General’s picture amon^ the political pin-up 
favourites of the public at large. * 

Things would have been easier for us if it had been true, as 
was so widely asserted, that the General had no sense of 
humour. He was represented as an austerely unbending, rigid 
type of mat), who ‘joked with deefficulty’ — ^who could not, it 
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was said, joke at all. To suppose so was to misjudge him 
serioully. In my estimation, at least, he coulc^ not resist a joke 
even when to play it was obviously against his best interests. 
Most of ]|is jol^s were arout as harmless as a hand-grenade after 
the pin has been taken out. His amusement at seeing other 
people abruptly debunked or deflated often reminded me of my 
dog Zig. They were both, in this sense, highly astringent.* 

Cardinal de Retz, in his incomparable memoirs, records how 
he, after weeks of more or less successful intrigue in Rome at 
the time, 1^55 or thereabouts, of the election of Pope Alexander 
VII, did himself grave harm because he could not resist 
making malicious jokes at the expense of M. de Lionne, French 
Ambassador Extraordinary, whom he should have been tr^ng 
to conciliate. ‘I observed on this occasion,’ he notes sadly, 
‘though too late, what I have since observed in others, namely 
how extremely careful one ought to be, in great affairs still more 
than in others, curb the pleasure one is inclined to take in 
telling funny stories.’ 

It is not apparent that de Retz ever subsequently acted in 
accordance with this sage axiom, and I dare say that even if 
Laguerre had, at my suggestion, presented General de Gaulle 
with a marked copy of the de Retz memoirs, having this passage 
underlined, it wouM have made no difference. Mirth is a habit- 
forming vice. 

At one time, the Free French employed in London — much in 
the way that people employ hard-up peeresses to lead their 
daughters round the Season — a highly-connected but quite 
broke socialite to run a sort of salon for them. She gave lunch 
parties and dinner parties where loyal Free Frenchmen met 
English men and women of influence. (M. d’Astier de la Vigerie, 
who used to parachute, near-suicidally. in and out of France like 
a ping-pong ball, told nje once of attending a dinner of this kind 
when an English Cabinet Minister and his wife were present. 
They were not unaware of the heroic doings of M. de la Vigerie. 
‘Are you,’ the Minister’s wife enquired, ‘planning to return to 
France soon?’ M. de la Vigerie, hardly able to believe his ears on 
hearing this fantastic indiscretion, replied to the general effect 
that that was as might be. Undiscouraged, the Ministress pur- 
sued her investigation. Would he, as and when he dropped from 
the skies into occupied France, be going anywhere npar Bourges? 
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Thinking, ‘Good God, are these people haying a war or not?' 
Vigerie replied that all things were possible. ‘If,’ said thrf' Minis- 
ter’s wife, 'you do happen to be in Fk^urges, I wish you would 
make a point of looking up two old servants of eurs who 
returned there when we left France just before the invasion. I 
should like to let them know that my husband and myself are 
quite«all right. You see, they may be anxious about us.’ 

After while, it was decided for some reason or other that 
the soion-runner was not really earning her keep. I have forgot- 
ten whether the reason was that things were goingiso well for 
the Free French that she had become redundant, or were going 
so badly that even a good salon was not going to make much 
di^ence. It was decided to sack her. But de Gaulle’s closest 
advisers were worried — she was a woman still of potential 
influence; the thing must be done with the utmost discretion. 
‘Discretion, General,’ they said, and de Gaulle contrived to look 
as though discretion were his middle name. 

They cooked up the idea of a little tea-party at Carlton 
Gardens where the General and one or two ot the discreet 
advisers were discreetly to break the news that, great as this 
lady’s services had been to the Cause, the Cause with the utmost 
regret was compelled, temporarily it was to be hoped, to relin- 
quish them. The discreet, sighing with relief at the fact that 
things were going to go so smoothly, waited for her arrival. She 
was -announced. De Gaulle, uncoiling suddenly from his chair 
like a long worm with a steel spring in it, strode beaming across 
the room to greet her. 

‘A-ha! Madame,’ he said, ‘the first thing I want to tell you is 
that you’re sacked.’ 

Even months later he recalled with pleasure the expression 
on the faces of the discreet advisers at that moment It was 
exactly the sort of thing that Zig would have done. 

Our Gaullist campaign went so successfully that one day Mr 
Brendan Bracken, then Minister of Information, openly attacked 
and threatened me at one of those dreadful conferences of the 
Houses of Commons Lobby correspondents which uied to be 
held several times a week. I liked Mr Bracken. He had a jaunty 
kind of acceptance of the facts of war which was refreshing. 
On the other hand 1 had been told (perhaps untruthfully, for I 
cannot think he was the sort of man seriously to resent such a 
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remark) that he ha^ been upset by my observation that a war- 
time iftinister of Information was compelledi in the 'national 
interest, to such continjious acts of duplicity that even his 
natural hair mast grow to resemble a wig. 

And that same evening Andr6 Laguerre rang me up to tell me 
that President Roosevelt, at some press conference or interview 
in Washington, had, after sharp criticism of Gaullist pdlides, 
remarked in passing that a great deal of the trouble ci^d publi- 
city was being caused by ‘two small-time connivers in London.’ 

We founded on the spot the Small-Time Connivers’ Club and 
from time to time in the passing years, whenever conniving has 
seemed slack, we have sought to increase the membership, ^ut 
as a fesult, no doubt, of laziness on the part of the foundatimi 
members, the membership remains steady at a total of two. 

Naturally it was not without a great deal of trouble, and noble 
assistance from the National Union of Journalists, 90 per cent, 
of whose meiubt'i^ detested what I said but took a fine Voltairean 
attitude about my right to say it, that when (after the fighting 
men had driven the Germans and Italians out of North Africa), 
it was agreed that a party of diplomatic correspondents should 
be allowed to visit the scene, 1 was permitted to make one of 
their number. I have it on what I consider good authority that 
Mr Bracken — despite all — took a determined attitude about this, 
and insisted that to exclude me would be a picayune sort of 
politics. If it is true, I owe him a debt of gratitude. And, of 
course, if not, not. 

However, when we got to Algiers— we had been there I think 
about twenty-four hours — two rather disconcerting things hap- 
pened. The leadership of the pre-war Communist party of 
France, a great parcel of ex-M Ps who had just been let out of 
jail and seemed to have heard of nothing since August 1939, 
made it clear to me th^t in their view Co mm unist policy in 
London towards de Gaulle had been grossly mistaken — ^the man 
was a menace, an anti-democrat, and an embryo dictator. They 
seemed, indeed, to be’contemplating some kind of alliance — or 
perhaps they alftady had such an alliance— with the Giraudists. 
And I could not escape the discouraging impression that, because 
the assassin of Admiral Oarlan had been a Royalist extremist of 
the Right, they disapproved even of that act. 

The other upset to my schedule occurred when^I was sum- 
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moned to the relevant British authority— the Information 
people, I supposdi but I no longer recall who actually atted in 
the matter — and informed that 1 was e^fpelled from North Africa 
and must take myself off within twenty-four hours. An aircraft 
would have a seat for me at Maison Blanche on the morrow. 

It seemed a sad thing to have come all this way and have to 
returfi s^ soon. And 1 must confess that I was a good deal influ- 
enced by considerations other than those of political and journ- 
alistic achievement. The sun was wonderfully hot, and after the 
war years in London Algiers danced in the sun like a dream come 
true. I made up my mind that whatever happened I really could 
no^ quit the scene so soon. 

Moreover it was apparent to me that whereas the British had 
allowed me in, and were quite prepared for me to stay, the 
Americans were having an early attack of those security jitters 
which later developed into neuroses really harmful to those 
otherwise vigorous and healthy people, and had taken fright. 
They were in fact raising Cain with the British for having 
allowed me to become airborne Afrita-wards in the first place 
One more example, they were saying, of the sloppy British way 
of doing things. And the British were, at that moment, in no 
position — certainly at least in no mood — to make an issue of it, 
and find themselves quarrelling with their great and*good friends 
over the case of a Communist diplomatic correspondent. 

It seemed best not to be, for the moment, an issue; in fact, to 
disappear. I took refuge in the house of an elderly and heroic 
Jewish doctor — a man who before the Allied landings had risked 
his life over and over again in big and small (but continuous and 
relentless) actions against the collaborationists and the Germans 
and the Italians, and in whose house a part of the planning of 
the landings had actually been carried out. He was not only old 
but lame. When his big house was full of hidden conspirators 
he had been used to spend hours and hours, from dawn onward, 
limping wearily from market to market so as to buy food for a 
dozen young fighting men without attractihg undue attention by 
the quantities he bought. I can think of no dne I have ever 
known who, in his courage, physical endurance, skill and cun- 
ning in the face of enemy attack, and ability calmly to cultivate 
his cultural garden when he had a moment free from the threat 
of torture, v'as superior to that man. 
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It was in his hoi^ that the assassination of Oarlan had been 
plannA, and the assassin had been hidden there for some time 
tefore the act took placf. There had been, as there always is in 
such affairs, some sort of muddle and, although I naturally did 
not ask questions about it, 1 gathered that somebody had, as the 
saying goes, jumped the gun — the thing had not been supposed 
to happen in exactly that way or at exactly that time. Hoi^ever, 
as I say, this is simply an impression I gained indirectfy in the 
doctor’s house. 

It was a &ne house to lie low in — several exits available and a 
favourable concierge. My notion was that, by keeping out of the 
way and not making myself into any sort of test-case between 
the Mutually embittered British and American authorities, I 
could probably avoid being physically thrown out of North 
Africa for at least a while, and at the same time— that house 
being the kind of house it was — could probably, in the ordinary 
course of couvu >.»tion with the characters who stayed or visited 
there, find out more about what was really going on than I 
could have hoped to do in any other way. 

I planned that after a time I would start making a test case in 
a slightly different way. The head of the Government was, after 
all, officially General de Gaulle. True, the British and American 
military were reallj in command, and true that in the event of 
any sort of serious physical showdown dc Gaulle would be as 
powerless as a toothless dog. But nobody — not even the Ameri- 
cans — ^wanted that sort of showdown. And, at the same time, 
the General was very sensitive about his authority and rights. 
He would not, for instance, be much pleased at the intelligence 
that civilians were being expelled from his bailiwick by the 
British or Americans without so much as a by-your-leave to 
himself. It was my intention, at a suitable moment, to engage 
the General’s interest on .this point. But 1 had learned that Andrd 
Laguerre, whom I had thought to find in Algiers, had been 
delayed, and 1 did not want to do anything decisive until he 
was there to advise arid assist. 

It would, evidently, have been foolish to allow the expelling 
forces to confine me solely to the house — ^rich mine of informa- 
tion though it was. It was necessary to go out and about a good 
deal, too. Once, by an accident — I just thought the place looked 
like a good bar — I found myself standing at the bar of the 
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Aletti Hotel which, as I knew, was the principal meeting place 
of the Anglo-American military. Regretting that I hab come 
there, I yet thought it more prudent^to drink my drink in a 
relaxed manner — especially as, by a happy chance, i^ was the 
time when the Anglo-Americans ate their lunch, and the bar 
was nearly empty. Then, in the glass behind the barman, I saw 
a brisk movement of khaki. I could not see the man’s head but 

r' 

I could See his shoulders— a Colonel, no less. If he was a know- 
ledgeable kind of Colonel, 1 thought, he would have me picked 
up within a matter of minutes. There was nothing, sensible to 
do other than just to go on quietly drinking. The Colonel was 
no^ so close to me that I could hear the sound his little bristles 
made as he rubbed his chin — Algiers was a bad town to get a 
good shave in. Unable to stand the tension any longer, 1 lowered 
my head to peek in the glass behind the barman and, having 
got this Colonel’s head reflected in the mirror, saw that it was 
none other than my old and valued friend Mr Peter Rodd, a 
man of very likeably adventurous disposition who could be very 
serious, too. He had done, for instance, a lot of whatever little 
was done for the Spanish Republican refugees in France after 
the flnal hauling-down of the flag at Figueras. 

I am not a very quick thinker, and must confess that for the 
moment it simply did not cross my mind that Mr Rodd had 
any right to the uniform he was wearing — that he was a genuine 
Ccdonel of the Guards. I assumed that he must be up to some, 
thing a little delicate, and therefore forbore to greet him. It 
might, it seemed to me, be embarrassing for him to have his life 
complicated by association with me. It was therefore he who 
had to make the first move, and it turned out that he was as 
pukka a Colonel as Colonels come. 

I told him of my situation. As usual he was resourceful. Every- 
one, of course, knew that the landings in Sicily were due any 
day now. Colonel Rodd suggested that, if Algiers was getting too 
hot to hold me, a good idea might be to hire some British soldier’s 
uniform, sneak aboard the vessel in which the Colonel was 
shortly to attack Sicily, get into a landing craft, an4 be the first 
British journalist to get ashore on this momentous occasion. 

Although nobody would, I imagine, give Mr Rodd a prize in 
a run-of-the-mill discretion competition, in matters of moment 
he can be as discreet as a trainer a week before the Derby, so 
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that I had to grasp what he had in mind from the merest hints. 

It vws. in many ttrays. an attractive idea, and I briefly enter* 
tabled it. A shadow darkened my mind. I tinted out that 
whereas ^he ijhole of ^his hypothetical landing party, as it 
advanced to a point which one might call X, would be exposed 
to the fire of certain enemy forces, I would be unique in that, 
on arrival and discovery, I should be exposed also to t^e fire 
of a British squad which would shoot me as a spy. hsaid the 
thought perturbed me. Colonel Rodd wiis not at all perturbed. 

'If anytMng like that looked like happening, after all,' said 
he, ‘I could easily have a word with whoever was in charge. 
I’d explain the whole thing.’ 

I aeemed to remember, from years of accidental associsAion 
since Oxford days, that one of the things Mr Rodd is not is meti- 
culously punctual. I was sure that he would come to ‘have a 
word’ with the man in charge. I was a great deal less stire that 
the fatal volley would not have rung out on some Sicilian beach 
about twenty minutes earlier. Regretfully 1 declined to pursue 
the project further. 

Andr^ Laguerre arrived, and 1 arranged to be invited to lunch 
with General de Gaulle at the nominal seat of Government. 

Just in case the Americans might pick me up on the way, I had 
asked Andr^ to take steps to ensure that they were aware that 
if they did anything like that they were going to be offering 
a deliberate affront to General de Gaulle. In consequence, I was 
rushed up the hill to the Residency in an enormous car with 
tncoleurs streaming from the bonnet and even from the top, 
a sub-machine-gunner beside the driver, and a couple of motor- 
cycle police roaring ahead and behind. 

Conceiving that this was the occasion for a jolly good joke, 
de Gaulle had told his entourage that, for political reasons, he 
was entertaining that day a notorious Red hatchet-man. The pos- 
sibility of an assassination attempt must not be excluded. 
Vigilance was essential. Remember what happened to Trotsky. 
The joke was a big success. When I entered the hall, and while 
I waited for ny arrival to be announced, I noticed that at two 
points of the pseudo-Moorish style gallery which ran round it 
at a height some few feet above my head, dedicated men were 
kneeling, evidently in concealment, with pistols in their hands 
ready to blaze away in case this OGPU desperado should get 
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up to any tricks. And at lunch, in addition to de Gaulle and 
myself, there were two Colonels who cotAd scarcely aftend to 
their food because they had been instructed to remain on the 
qui vive, watching my every movement. The general ^sregarded 
them — ^indeed they were so rigid with anxiety that I doubt 
whether they could have taken much intelligent part in the 
conversation any way — ^so that our talk was an interesting form 
of the tfte-k-t6te : t6te-i-t6te with bodyguards. 

It was not to be supposed that the General would see fit to 
disclose the inner secrets of his plans and policie^and, even 
had he gone mad and done that very thing, the information 
would have been of little value. For he was not in any position 
to<lmpose his plans and policies upon anyone, and, being a. man 
of great political flexibility (the flexibility you sometimes find 
in men like de Gaulle who live, as it were, sub specie aeternitatis 
and can thus afford to treat the day-to-day wangle of politics 
with the contempt it deserves), whatever he might today think 
he was going to do tomorrow could, by tomorrow, be forgotten. 

I detest ‘interviewing’ people, and it was therefore with relief 
that I reflected that anything in the nature of an interview was 
pointless. I did, on the other hand, want to make a final formal 
little bow to him; to say, just for the sake of having it said, what 
I felt about the exhilarating effect of his actions, his personality 
and his mystique upon the mind of the western world. He had, of 
course, heard the same thing over and over again, and I hesitated 
because I thought that a repetition from me might be tedious and 
spoil his lunch. However, one does not refrain from thanking 
one’s host for the delightful party just because fifty other people 
have just said the same thing, so I said my piece. His courtesy 
— a virtue which always moves me and which I think is a part 
of that Charity that abides with Faith and Hope — was such that 
he pretended to be surprised and delighted by my tribute. 

Once one is free of the confining and' distorting requirements 
of the ‘interview’ — probably the most boring and useless dis- 
covery ever made by journalism, since the odds against any 
public man telling the truth for publication to a, million readers 
can be calculated by anyone — one can get to the more serious 
business of finding out how the man’s mind works. What is his 
basic attitude to this and that, what, in three words, makes him 
tick. 
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General de Gaulje, whom I had, of course, encountered in 
Londofi, but always on strictly businesslike tbusiness, wanted, 
naturally, to have someitalk about Communism. He asked me 
directly n^hy I was — ^as I was at that time — a Communist. 1 told, 
him briefly, what 1 have already told in an earlier chapter of this 
book. Not much to my surprise — for I had a high regard for his 
intelligence, not to mention his inclination to prefer tHe dis- 
embodied theory to the sordid fact — he showed an ilnmediate 
understanding of how I felt and why I felt it. 

He added, thinking perhaps of all those out-dated Communist 
Deputies squabbling down the road, ‘You don’t think that your 
view is perhaps somewhat romantic?’ 

Tfiis seemed to be indeed the Devil rebuking sin. And I was in 
any case profoundly influenced by the fact that, so far as the 
resistance within France was concerned, the Communists were 
the toughest, supplest muscles of the movement. 

There was no indication then of the post-war incapacity of the 
Communist Parties in Europe and outside Russia, to establish 
themselves prosperously even in territories where they had 
absolute power. 

Yet to me it seems that the crime of the Communists in Hun- 
gary was not principally that they massacred people with tanks 
in the streets of Budapest. By the time it came to that, Russian 
control of Budapest could be considered as a matter dictated 
by the brutal necessities of world strategy. 

The crime, monstrous in its fact and its implications, was 
that after nearly a decade of absolute Communist power, a 
majority of people was prepared to die rather than tolerate the 
regime. That rather than the military repression — there has been 
plenty of that on all sides at all times — is what gives to the 
Hungarian events their crucial, permanent, jolting significance. 
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G uided by hindsight, I should say that the attitude — mean, 
rigid and out-dated, as it seemed to me — of those quarrel- 
some and querulous Communist Deputies in Algiers^may 
have effected in my subconscious mind a basic shift in my own 
attitude to Communism. It took a lot of the gilt off the ginger- 
bread. 

It is well enough to argue, as I have heard argued by people 
entirely opposed to the Communists, that from their own stand- 
point the Deputies in Algiers had a correct political appraisal 
of the situation. That is to say, they correctly anticipated that 
only de Gaulle could head off the victory of communism in post- 
war France, so that their first task must be to undermine de 
Gaulle. 

It sounds like a good point until you recall that, as of now, 
the French Communists have not got to many of the places 
they thought they were going to after Liberation. 

The question is a little more than academic, because the basic 
situation is one which recurs, and probably will keep on re- 
curring, at various times and in various lands. In other words, 
if the Gaullist mystique — ^which was a mystique of France a lot 
bigger than the personal one of General de Gaulle — had fused, 
so to speak, with the Communist mystique, it is possible, barely 
possible, that something would have emerged which would have 
been neither Communism, in the orthodox sense of the word, 
nor Gaullism in the orthodox sense of that word, but some- 
thing new and vital, as an attitude to life and polHics, of the kind 
which those in the western world who reject defeatism and 
despair claim they are looking for. ^ 

At the time I had no very clear vision of this — ^simply 
a sense of disillusion and disappointment. I did report in 
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London that in mjtview the Deputies, who had after all been 
arrested and deported at the end of 1939. vtere livihg a long 
way behind the times. William Rust saw the point, and for a 
while thBre whs sharp divergence between the policy of the 
British Party journal and the official line of the French Com- 
munist Party. Later, of course, everything got straightened out 
— in strict conformity with the French Party. ^ * 

Revolutionary organisations which are deemed, as a matter 
of course, to be living in the future, are often more inclined 
than other# to live in the past. It is paradoxical, but not un- 
natural. In fact, on reflection and first-hand examination of their 
prol^ems, it becomes evident that in the nature of things ihey 
are required, for their own maintenance, to emphasize the past 
— their own past — ^more heavily than are conservative groups 
of long standing. Every political and. indeed, religious organiza- 
tion requires a ‘myth’ — I use the word in the most strictly 
neutral sense without any connotation of truth or falsity — 
and for the creation of a myth are needed both a goal, a more 
or less Messianic vision of the future, and a tradition, an iconic 
picture of the past. The newer the organization, the more sharply 
defined must be the tradition. 

Heresy is a greater danger to a comparatively new and strug- 
gling organization, continuously threatened with disintegration 
from within or obliteration from without, than one long rooted 
in traditional soil. It is this fact which, within a revolutionary 
organization, inevitably weights the dice in favour of those 
who, like 

‘Hobbs, Nobbs, Nokes and Stokes combine 
To paint the future from the past. 

Put blue into their line.’ 

To propound a new idea must always be to incur the possi- 
bility of a charge of heresy, of ‘deviation’. The onus of proof 
is on the propounder of such an idea. Exceptionally courageous 
and energetic men can do it, realizing that they are thereby 
not only challenging the Scribes and Pharisees, but also stirring 
the genuine terrors of those who obscurely feel that the slightest 
deviation from the route-map sketched by L'le founding fathers 
may run them all disastrously into the bog. And, one should 
remember, often enough it does. And among such, those who can 
do it most effectively are men who — ^like Lenin — ^have them- 



102 


CROSSING THE UNE 


selves become myths in their own lifetime, so that opinions 
which in others rvould be heretical, are stamped as or^nodox 
almost before they are uttered. 

There are also the professional heretics — ^most common in 
my experience among Scotsmen and Jews — ^who, often rightly, 
are deemed mere cranks by their colleagues. 1 am still a little 
awed‘oy^he recollection of a man I once met in Edinburgh after 
making some speech there. He told me that he was a member 
of — ^if I remember correctly — ^the New Scottish Labour and 
Nationalist Revolutionary Party. Its membership y,as five, it 
having only recently been formed after the breakaway from 
thet'Scottish Labour and Nationalist Revolutionary Party, which 
up to the moment of the schism had had a membership of 
sixteen. 

1 enquired the reason for the break. It was, said he, a matter 
of principle. Those sixteen used to hold bi-weekly meetings, 
and these continued for two or three months, with unanimity 
expressed on all occasions. 

‘Then,’ said my informant, ‘a few of us began to realize that 
we were living in a fool’s paradise. We couldn’t just put our 
finger on what was wrong, but it stood to reason, man, there 
must be something utterly tainted and rotten about an organiza- 
tion where everyone just agreed with everyone else all the time, 
so we up and quit.’ 

But, by and large, the innovators and the natural heretics are 
a lot less numerous than those prudent ‘revolutionaries’ who 
would prefer never to do anything that has not been done 
before; to whom, in fact, the mere notion of any possible new 
‘synthesis’ such as might, conceivably, have been achieved at 
Algiers, suggests dangerous treachery. You often read of revolu- 
tionary statesmen who are supposed to be having immense diffi- 
culty in ‘restraining hotheads’. In my experience, most of them 
have to spend a lot of their time prodding the mass of their 
followers into keeping less than a mile or so behind current 
realities. A man who kept a bookshop told me once that on the 
day of the Invergordon mutiny in 1931, he Was beset with 
demands by eager comrades for a history of the Black Sea Fleet 
mutiny of 1917. 

It was impossible, after Algiers, not to recall — and it seems 
to me always important to keep in mind — the observation of 
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Sainte-^uve on thc»subject of people who do not adjust them- 
selves to the times. 

‘What a number of vetches stopped, during the revolution, 
on this or^hat dhy of violent shock ! Let us then try, even though 
we may take no pleasure in the present time, to wind our watches 
every evening and keep them right; it is an excellent n^ental 
habit.’ 

A delicious example of what one may call the revolutionary- 
traditionalist, was a Polish-Jewish tailor, an enthusiastic and 
indefatigabll attendant at meetings of the Communist Party 
in north-west London. He rarely failed to intervene in debate. 
His ij^terventions and proposals rarely won general approval 

When shouts of ‘No, no’, and ‘Nonsense’ rose in volume, he 
would pause and raise a commanding hand. Silence secured, he 
would look round the room with a smile in which self-confidence 
and pity were mingled. 

‘Comrades,’ he would say, ‘have you forgotten, do perhaps 
some of you not even know, that once, in 1918, 1 carried a 
message for Lenin from Minsk to Moscow?’ 

He sincerely believed that this achievement, which was a fact, 
entitled him to a sort of plural vote in any gathering of the 
faithful. 1 only once saw him put out of countenance, when 
some irreverent new recruit asked whether the message had, 
in fact, ever been successfully delivered. 

In that latter part of the war. Communists were suddenly so 
popular that it nearly hurt. Every district organizer seemed to 
carry the Sword of Stalingrad in his brief-case. And I think it 
can hardly be denied that the Communists, by their whole- 
hearted — one could almost say reckless — devotion to ‘the war 
effort’ during that period, really did constitute themselves a factor 
of serious importance in the maintenance and increase of pro- 
duction, in the elimination of industrial conflict or friction, and 
in the combat against ‘war weariness’ and apathy. They were, 
after all, the most highly-organized and efficient body of ‘mili- 
tants’ in the country. To put it no higher, the fact that they 
• were now prepared to pursue any course at all which would, 
in their estimation, increase productivity for war, even though 
it might involve the abandonment of all sorts of demands which 
a couple of years earlier had been fostered and pressed by the 
Communists themselves, meant that those in the factories and 
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mines who, war or no war, were intent «n puling forward 
this or that ‘just «laim’ of the working people, were left without 
any leadership at all. 

It was a curious experience to shift so suddenly frotd member- 
ship of a hated sect, to a position on a quite high-powered band 
wagon. It was fascinating to observe the varying types of people 
who\;alfulated that this band-wagon was for them. 

Apart however from the wave of cheerful opportunism, and 
although the development which now occurred was neither 
decisive nor permanent, it did have a peculiar si^ihcance as 
representing a novel, perhaps an unprecedented, fusion between 
nationalistic and communistic impulses in the British wqrking 
class. On a tiny scale, it suggested the sort of situation that would 
have existed, if. by some no doubt impossible freak of history. 
Tsar Alexander I had seen England as a menace no less than 
France and chosen to fight both; if, as a result. Bonaparte and 
post-revolutionary France had been forced into alliance with 
the England not only of Pitt but of all those open or secret 
political societies and clubs which, only a few years before, had 
expressed the vastness of English sympathy for the Revolution. 

Although, politically, I naturally welcomed the turn of events 
and the end of the nerve-wracking period between the signature 
of the Nazi-Soviet Pact and the outbreak of the Na4I-Soviet war, 
from a strictly personal viewpoint the new situation, as it de- 
veloped during the following couple of years, left me feeling 
increasingly at a loose end. Things were suddenly so cosy that 
one had the sensation that nothing one might write was really 
necessary — everyone was rushing in the right direction anyway. 

Furthermore, I have always had a good deal of difficulty in 
believing that the pen really is mightier than the sword, and 
although nobody in his senses — or only very few such — would 
actually welcome the idea of being .physically involved in 
modern battle, (and I personally have an at least normal dislike 
of Ariolence and danger), there were nevertheless many times 
when it seemed to me that to get somehow into battle would, 
in the widest sense, be preferable to writing interminably about 
the war effort. 

Unfortunately, the Daily Worker was forbidden to employ 
a war correspondent. Nobody seemed to know just what was 
the reason for that. Some said it was the result of spite and 
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alarm on the part«of certain Labour Party leaders in the Gov- 
emm&t, who were gravely disconcerted by rtie incrfiase in the 
prestige of the Commurlst Party as a consequence of the Russian 
war, an(f wertf anxious to do everything still possible to hampo: 
the Party’s organ. Others conveyed to us that the General Staff 
had put its foot down — on the ground that a Communist war 
correspondent would be either a Russian spy or ai\ a^tator, 
fomenting grievances among the troops. 

I thought that if this were really the view of the High Com- 
mand, on# might circumvent the difficulty by applying for a 
brief turn of duty as a correspondent with the RAF bomber 
squadrons over Germany If the General Staff suspected one of 
espionage, that could be overcome by allowing oneself to be 
held incommunicado on the airfield m the intervals between 
missions, and guaranteeing to write nothing of one’s experiences 
over, say, Berlin, until an agreed time after the event. And the 
risk of one sub.vrting the crew of a bomber must, 1 thought, 
be regarded as nugatory compared to the possible havoc one 
might wreak in the ranks of the infantry. 

1 wrote to the Ministry of Information to make this proposi- 
tion, and spoke of it personally to Mr Bracken, who seemed to 
sympathize with my frustration, and I think supported my 
request, but was in the end unable to do anything further. 

Later, with the assistance of friends in the Free French move- 
ment, I made considerable headway with a plan to get smuggled 
into France and attach myself to the most highly organized of 
the Resistance forces, those in Haute Savoie. Our idea was that 
I might remain with them for some months and, assuming sur- 
vival, emerge at the end of that time with a story which, apart 
from its value to me and the paper, would be of value to them, 
too. This scheme also fell through — chiefly because my French, 
once very fluent, had justed considerably during the war years, 
and in any case, however much I might improve it, I certainly 
could not hope to pass as a Frenchman and would thus render 
any group I might with dangerously conspicuous. 

In addition to all these frustrations, our charming little house 
in St John’s Wood was blown inside out by a fly-bomb, so that 
life became physically very uncomfortable. 

American researches have recently shown that several million 
dogs in the United States are suffering from schizophrenia, and 
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that animals need tranquillizer pills and similar treatment, like 
anybody else, I niade this discovery independently — ind^ it 
was the only interesting aspect of the iordid business of one’s 
house being bombed. Patricia and our son were forVunaWly living 
in Cumberland at the time, and when 1 got home — the bombing 
occurred in mid-morning — the only living things moving in the 
stinkiifg mess were some bewildered rabbits which had been 
blown out of their hutches into the drawing-room, and the cat. 
She had been specifically my cat, attaching herself to me at all 
times and more or less disregarding others of the household. 1 
was glad to see this friendly creature amid the lonesome wreck- 
age,^nd greeted her warmly. She fled, shrieking, and as she ran 
into the sunshine I saw that she had turned from grey to bright 
yellow. 

1 had to wait until late at night, when she was exhaustedly 
asleep, to catch her — until then she eluded me with screams 
of fear and anger. I kept her prisoner in an undamaged cubby- 
hole under the stairs. 

The house we had rented in Cumberland was on the estate 
of my friend Mr Wilfred Roberts who, it occurred to me, as 
an M P travelling back and forth between London and his con- 
stituency, was one of those who were still able to get a first- 
class sleeper on the Carlisle train. 1 had often enough spent 
from seven to nine^ hours jammed upright in the corridor of 
that ghastly train on fortnightly visits to Patricia, but I thought 
that to do so in charge of that stricken cat would propably 
break me down. Mr Roberts agreed to take her. A kind-hearted 
man, he presently let her loose in the compartment. She had an 
attack of madness and rushed round and round the little room, 
tearing and defiling railway property. He was covered with 
blood by the time he got her back in her box. 

The cat settled down calmly enough in ’•he Cumberland house, 
living mostly in the drawing-room, apparently relaxing. But 
whenever I came for the week-end, at the first sound of my 
voice she shot out of the window and hid in the vegetable 
garden, remaining invisible until I had gone. Fdbd had to be 
put out for her under the gooseberry bushes. As soon as she 
heard me say good-bye, and the noise of the hired car taking 
me off to Carlisle, she jumped back into the house. Once, having 
forgotten something, I had to return after we had gone a mile 



THE LONG TKAIN 


107 

or so. The cat was relaxing in the drawing-room. The windows 
were ^ut. At the sight of me, and without means 6f escape, 
she had a fit on the sof J 

The whole ^isode was moving. Some people said, *it seems 
strange that, after being so specially attached to you, she should 
now tolerate others, but not you.’ 

It was, of course, not strange at all. I had been her^GcA, her 
father-figure. 1 was also the provider of all food and comfort. 
Her attitude, indeed, was that which, according to Ldvy-Bruhl, 
certain Mafcyan tribes ascribe to cats Dogs, they say, are un- 
lucky, because when they look at you in that attentive and, 
as jyu suppose, faithful way, they are really thinking ‘If yiat 
man were to die quickly, there would be a funeral with burnt 
offerings, and I should get the bones.’ Whereas the cat is praying 
for your prosperity, so that you will be able to afford more milk, 
and fatter and softer cushions to lie on. 

But in thitt CtM, what had God, or Father, done? He had 
thrown a bomb. For, since he was responsible for everything, 
he must have been responsible for the bomb too. God, in fact, 
had gone mad. And that is a turn of events which might daunt 
any living being. Who can tell what further incomprehensible 
outrage he may commit? In such circumstances, to hide from 
God under the gooseberry bushes may be a melancholy pro- 
ceeding, but is the only prudent course of action. 

What with all this depression about the house and the cat 
and the difficulty of getting more actively into the war, I was 
almost exaggeratedly elated when, early in 1945, 1 found myself 
on a ship packed with diplomats; with hundreds of expectant 
mothers, brides of Canadian soldiery now being suddenly re- 
moved, by some War Office whim, to their new homes; with 
scores of journalists of numerous nationalities; with a sprinkle 
of expert intellectual n^echanics from the garages where Anglo- 
American relations go for repairs; and with the customary 
number of professional spies— some masquerading as diplomats, 
others as journalists. The world being what it is. 1 dare say some 
of the expectant mothers were doing part-time espionage in 
order to defray the high cost of childbirth. 

The journalists, the diplomats, the experts and the spies were 
all bound for the foundation meeting of the United Nations at 
San Francisco. 
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The vessel was quite large — ^around 2o,ooi> tons, as 1 rMall — 
but becadse mosi« of the accommodation was required lor the 
mothers-to-be, the rest of us were som<i%\rhat confined. The only 
'public room' available to us was a small, perpdtuaiy crowded 
saloon. Otherwise, you could lie on your bunk listening to the 
repeated explosion of depth charges from the destroyers pro- 
tecting qjur convoy (for it seemed that at this eleventh hour of 
the war the German submarines were seeking to put on a worth- 
while finale to their show), and wondering what chance one 
would have if one of the submarines got through Ind the cry 
was raised ‘women and embryos first*. 

Jk voyage which might otherwise have been almost intoler- 
ably tedious was transformed into a pleasure chiefly by the 
accomplishments and charm of Sir John Balfour, who had been 
British Minister in the Embassy at Moscow, and was now being 
transferred to the same position in the Embassy at Washington. 
His impersonations of Stalin and Molotov were in themselves 
enough to take anyone’s mind off torpedoes and a shortage of 
whisky. 

I reminded him of how, years and years before, when I was 
a student in Budapest and he was Second Secretary at the Lega- 
tion there, we used to play a game (his own invention, I believe) 
which might be described as a kind of literary Consequences. I 
have forgotten just how it was played, except that it involved 
inventing the title of a book, inventing a suitable name for the 
author of such a book, and writing a long review of this non- 
existent work. 

This game we now revived, and for hours on end four or five 
of us sat at a table in the comer of the saloon, scribbling and 
passing our sheets from hand to hand in the manner of con- 
sequences. ('The Odious Paradox’ was one of our titles. ‘Now 
this, obviously,’ remarked Balfour, ‘must be a biography of 
Claud.’) 

The amusement of the game was enormously enhanced by its 
effect upon the spies who hung around the table with flapping 
ears and bulging eyes. The scene, they obviously felt, hiust mean 
something, must have some kind of international significance. 
How could it be otherwise than significant than to have there, 
huddled round the comer table of that rolling saloon, writing 
notes to one another, concentrating deeply or bursting into in- 
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comprdiendble lai^hter, the new British Minister to Washing- 
ton; the diplomatic correspondents of The Tiwgs, the Qaily Mail; 
a nottaious Communist! Mr Cecil King, the effective controller 
of the D^ily Mirror', and Professor Catlin, who was believed by 
many to be on a secret mission from the Vatican to the State 
Department. 

The spies’ nerves were fraying fast. Day after day thej^crept 
nearer and nearer, breathing down our necks. At length Balfour, 
not a man to tolerate much intrusion, jerked round suddenly, 
his cigarette in its exceptionally long holder aiming like a lethal 
weapon at the peering eye of some Spanish or Swedish sleuth. 

Startled and embarrassed, the sleuth stuttered out sometjjing 
aboet natural interest, just wondered what we were doing, 
whether it was a new game, or what ? 

‘We are engaged,’ said Balfour, ‘m writing imaginary reviews 
of imaginary books.’ 

The sleuth to<^tered away, wounded. You could see that he 
felt his intelligence had been abominably insulted. Surely, he 
felt, they could have had the courtesy to invent a more credible 
lie than that? 

We were in mid-ocean, celebrating, indeed, my forty-first 
birthday, when President Roosevelt died. 

There were no Americans aboard, and the grave, perhaps 
momentous, event and its possible consequences were discussed 
and analysed gravely but calmly, like any other important and 
sudden occurrence. The experience of these last few days at 
sea, before we eluded the last submarine and ran safely into 
the harbour of Halifax, Nova Scotia, served, by contrast, to 
intensify its tremendous, explosive impact on the United States 
at that critical moment of its history. In England, as I have re- 
marked before, it takes nothing much less than a major air-raid 
or a general strike to produce any immediately perceptible 
change in the social atmosphere. But the United States lives more 
externally, more expressively. In the electric streets of Chicago, 
in the gossip-laden muddle of a barber-shop, or the chillingly 
stream-lined and flamboyant luxury of a millionaires’ club on a 
sky-scraper, no one could escape for a moment the awareness 
of this as an eve of great decisions. One was aware too — and 
a good many of the European visitors were more than a little 
scared by it — of the vast, dynamic confusion of American poli- 
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'tics. Some of those who were confronted jvdth it for the first 
time hadcthe air/>f a person who has come to seek advice and 
support from an immensely rich and intmensely respected uncle, 
and finds the old rip half drunk and boxing with* the bfitler. 

The journey of our special train across the Middle West, still 
(to anyone who feels strongly about people and history) one 
of tht most exciting regions of the earth, was at times almost 
intolerably moving. 

Oiu" heavily-laden special had some sort of notice prominently 
displayed on its sides, indicating that it was taking piople to the 
foundation meeting of the United Nations. In a natural way, 
th^ emotions aroused among Americans by the death of Roose- 
velt and the impending birth of the United Nations had fu^ in 
the public mind. From towns and lonely villages all across the 
plains and prairies, people would come out to line the tracks, 
standing there with the flags still flying half-mast for Roosevelt 
on the buildings behind them, and their eyes fixed on this train 
with extraordinary intensity, as though it were part of the tech- 
nical apparatus for the performance of a miracle Often, when 
we stopped at what seemed to be absolutely nowhere, small 
crowds of farmers with their families would suddenly material- 
ize, and on several occasions I saw a man or woman solemnly 
touch the train, the way a person might touch a talisman. 

Then I remembered how, many years before, when Dr Ein- 
stein first crossed* the United States, the papers had carried 
Stories of people who had come tor miles just to touch the train 
in which the savant was travelling. In New York such people 
were derided. Since they knew nothing of higher mathematics, 
they must be the victims of hysteria. (In one place, it is true, a 
group of women were reported to have believed that if they 
could but touch Einstein’s coat, their children’s sicknesses would 
be cured. The same sort of thing, the l,ate Michael Aden once 
told me, happened to him when he visited the United States 
after the almost unprecedented success of The Green Hat. In 
his case it was buttons that people seemed to want, believing 
that a button from the clothing of such a min would be a 
charm and talisman — any button : jacket, waistcoat or fly.) 

The attitude to Einstein still seemed to me a good omen. 
Naturally one might prefer that people should not be supersti- 
tious or hysterical at all. Just for the moment, at any rate, it 
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cannot be denied ^at these tendencies exist. It was in my mink 
that ii the people are going to be hysterica^ and superstitious 
about film-stars and dictators, it is at least somewhat encouraging 
— a mov|ment;of an inch or so in the right direction, than which 
no more can be realistically expected — that some of them some 
of the time should feel the same way about a man because they 
believe him to be the greatest thinker, the most learnei sage, 
of the epoch. 

Now people of this kind looked into the club car of our train, 
and one w%s disconcertingly aware that, in this normal collection 
of the competent and the half-crazy, the idealistic and the hard- 
boiled, the neurotic and the hum-drum and the drunk, tjjose 
people outside were seeing a powerful instrument for the secur- 
ing of world peace 

The impact and implications of all this were both exciting 
and somewhat appalling. To an agitated mind. Salt Lake City 
came as a tramjuillizer. It is one of those places which, despite 
having grown in the past hundred years from a conglomeration 
of covered wagons and tents to a major city, have not obliter- 
ated their origins — ^have left, perhaps, no physical trace of them, 
but have left very much alive the pervasive spirit of the genius 
loci. 

In Philippopolis, Bulgaria, which, when 1 first saw it, in some 
odd way recalled Salt Lake, you are both soothed and stimulated 
by an atmospheie where the theories and controversies of ancient 
heretics — of the Paulicians, and of those ferociously pacifistic 
nihilists the Bogomils, who from their headquarters at Philip- 
popolis shot their inflammatory and subversive doctrines all 
the way to Albi and Toulouse — seem as lively and intelligible 
as the political doctrinal struggles of our own day. 

Salt Lake stimulates a particular awareness of history’s tightly 
woven pattern of fraud, courage, violence, idealism and trickery. 
And it thus serves to rescue the beholder from the temptation 
to suppose that the problems of human behaviours today are 
more intricate and startling than at any previous time. 

A biographe:|^ of Brigham Young, the Mormon leader, has 
compared him to Moses, to Cromwell and ^o Bonaparte. And 
when you stand on the steps of the principal temple in that rich, 
eerie city of Salt Lake you do not find these comparisons absurd. 
There is that awful ring of mountains, that menacingly salty 
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plain, and you think of the heroic scoundrel and murderous 
genius, stopping ^ followers in that abomination of desolation 
near the lake, and telling them that the)\)were not going to gentle 
Califmnia or anywhere like that — this was the desert ^ey were 
to make blossom like the rose. 

It is interesting that many of those who wrote about Brigham 
Youn^,, say, fifty years ago, apparently found much of his career 
and character shocking, contradictory, and in parts frankly in- 
credible. These things would have been intelligible enough to 
political bosses in Chicago, but such men were not c.pt to write 
history. But they are intelligible enough, and indeed have a ring 
of familiarity, to people today with the merest ‘headline’ know- 
ledge of the stresses and strains of revolutionary movements and 
revolutionary leaders. 

His rise to leadership reads much like a bit of fairly recent 
history from west China or the Ukraine. 

When, for example, Joseph and Hyrum Smith were bosses of 
the Mormons, Young already felt that the proper boss, the boss 
they all needed, was himself. By an accident, he and his only 
possible rival for the succession — a man named Rigdon — hap- 
pened to be away from Carthage, Illinois, on a June night in 
1844 when the Smiths were in jail there. Leaders of an anti- 
Mormon mob in Carthage negotiated with the prison guards. The 
guards opened the prison doors, and the prisoners were lynched. 

Young, who had a rather rare quality of being just as good 
in a- political lobby as he was when out fighting the desert or 
the Army of the United States, rushed to headquarters and, after 
a brief, obligatory expression of sadness at the fate of the Smiths, 
immediately set about begging and exhorting the Council of 
Twelve (governing body of the Mormon Church) to recognize 
that Rigdon (who seems to have been a bit of an ‘old’ Bolshevik, 
not adjusted to the current situation), was out of line, a gross 
deviationist from the true doctrine. 

Rigdon was expelled with contumely. 

Among remaining potential thorns in the side of Young was 
the son of the lynched Joseph Smith who, in p move to head 
off Young, gave his support to a man named Strang, whom he 
announced as being ‘King of Zion’. Strang established a ‘king- 
dom* on Beaver Island, Lake Michigan. He lasted six years, with 
Young tunnelling under him all the time — or so, at least, it was 
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alleged. At the end ^ that time public opinion on Beaver Island 
seemed^o be turning pro-Young. A group of those whom Strang 
had considered his most r|liable adherents shot him. 

I remarj^ed to^Professor George Gatlin, who had accompanied 
me on our little tour of Salt Lake City, that it was sad to reflect 
that three people out of five, on being questioned about Brigham 
Young, would admit that the real image of this astoundingftean 
— a far more typical American than George WashingtAi — ^was 
obscured for them by some hazy miasma arising from the fact 
that he favqpred polygamy. 

That he was the first to introduce large-scale irrigation to the 
North American continent — he had stopped his people in^a 
desei* and he had to prove to them that you could make a desert 
work, and he did — and that, while developing this astonishing 
piece of real estate he did not hesitate to declare war on the 
United States, are facts overshadowed by the squabble about 
polygamy. 

It would appear that Young had as cool an attitude to birth 
as he did to death. Polygamy meant more Mormons and, with 
the United States troops threatening the whole undertaking, more 
Mormons were what were needed The way in which Young's 
polygamous doctrines were used against him in the eastern States 
is a valuable example of how. for strictly political ends, the 
'moral' attitudes of a population can be excited and exploited. 

The US Government under President Buchanan was not, it 
may be fairly safely surmised, much interested in how many 
wives Brigham Young or his entourage happened to have. On the 
other hand, the thought of a Mormon birthrate enormously 
exceeding, year by year, that of the rest of the United States 
was a matter of practical, indeed of military, concern. 

But polygamy, being a practice which women whole-heartedly 
opposed, and to which men, too, in the eastern States and in 
Victorian England were ‘forced to offer at least lip-opposition, 
(many of them, naturally, were merely furious at the thought 
of this Young getting away with a thing like that, claiming, it 
seemed to them^ that having another woman was almost like 
* going to Church for the third time of a Sunday), offered a stout 
stick to beat the Mormons with. It is always important in con- 
flict to prove to the satisfaction of all the people on your side 
that the enemy is not only out to steal your land, or your cattle. 
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"or your market for cheap cottcm goods, buf is at the>same time 
vicious end, as pie Irish say, ‘an affront to God'. 

While taking steps to increase the nf^mber of potential filters 
for the faith. Young was not slow in purging the unfaithful. In 
this he was providentially assisted by Jedediah Grant, who 
evolved the doctrine that certain crimes — such as conspiring 
agaifist the Church of Young or trying to get way from the State 
of Utah — ^were so heinous that only ‘blood atonement’ could be 
considered in such a connexion. 

Young — in this as in so many other ways, thoroughly 
‘modern’ man — at once saw that a political crime is worse than 
a^y other sort of crime. Private robberies, murders, and rapes 
are to be deplored. But they do not rate the full blast of horror 
kept in reserve for the politically hostile. 

He considered the theories of Jedediah Grant, and reached the 
conclusion that, since nothing less than the sinner’s blood will 
ultimately redeem the sinner, ‘the cutting of people off from 
the earth, is to save them, not to destroy them.’ 

It is a doctrine of which people have availed themselves con- 
veniently from, as the saying goes, the earliest times to the 
present day. 

1 reminded Professor Gatlin of an occasion on which we had’' 
both been present at Geneva, when some hooligan correspon- 
dent of the Hearst press, comically anti-semitic, had forced his 
company upon us at lunch with Robert Dell and had said ponti- 
iically (he had been on a tour of the Middle East) ’Say what you 
like. Bob, there’s certainly a case against the Jews.’ 

‘Naturally my dear fellow,’ snarled Dell, ‘there’s a case against 
everybody.’ 

And so, of course, there is a case against Brigham Young. 

Our consideration of all these matters was abruptly cut short 
by the sudden arrival on the steps of the Temple, wh^e we were 
talking, of a really enormous French woman who — ^it gradually 
became apparent — had been detailed by some French Intelli- 
gence man on the special train to keep ‘an eye on Catlin. (The 
Intelligence man was a passionate adherent o£ the theory that 
Catlin was the bearer of some vital communication from the^ 
Vatican to the American State Department.) 

Catlin — ^whether for practical reasons, or on account of an 
agreeably romantic tendency towards ‘mystification’ — ^had fed 
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fuel to the ’leaping flames of this report by getting himself listed, 
on the Afldal rota of jounialists bound for San francisd^, as the 
correspondent of one paper In Reykjavik, Iceland, and of another 
in Agra, India. Or perhaps it was Allahabad. In any case, it was 
the kind of credential which makes security men and spies lift 
their eyebrows and whistle. 

And now this French Amazon, bounding out of a hire^car up 
the Temple steps, found him engaged in conversation with a 
bolshie — ostensibly about the Mormon irrigation of cabbages. 

Not realizfhg at once her official motives, 1 supposed that she 
had fallen passionately in love with George, and started to make 
excuses to continue my tour of Salt Lake alone, leaving them 
together. The professor’s attitude, his sardonic smile as he 
snapped his blazing blue eyes at me in signals of distress, above 
all his apparent desire to continue discussion of Brigham Young 
to an extent which might have satisfied the vanity even of 
Young himself, a’«'>‘ted me to the fart that he was in need of 
succour. 

We told the French lady that there was much of interest to 
see in the Temple, that we would briefly borrow her car for 
^n errand we had to do, and would send it back for her within 
a quarter of an hour. 

We regained the safety of the train, which was still an object 
of yonder and admiration to those enthusiasts who were con- 
fident that peace on wheels was moving through their city. 

A good many hours later we were all rolling into Oakland, 
across the Bay from San Francisco, where members of the Oak- 
land City Chamber of Commerce greeted us and made clear that 
in their, perhaps more realistic, view we might be instruments of 
peace but could certainly be instruments of publicity for the 
money-making facilities of the city of Oakland. 
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Adjoining Buncombe County 


M uch of what might truthfully be said about the gather- 
ing at which the United Nations was founded turns 
out to have been said, about ninety years before the 
delegates assembled at the Golden Gate, by Dean Stanley in his 
exhilarating description of the Council of Nicaea which met 
in the year 325. Indeed I used sometimes to enhance a reputa- 
tion, in orthodox Communist circles, for frivolity by asserting 
— truthfully I think — that for anyone needing to know how 
assemblies, congresses, committees and the like really work, the 
only absolutely required reading should consist of these chapters 
by Dean Stanley, together with Cardinal de Retz’s analysis of 
the papal consistory of 1655, concluding with the election of 
Cardinal Chigi as Pope Alexander VII. 

William Sarganf, in Battle lor the Mind, emphasizes as a 
principal thesis that the methods and physiology of brain-wash- 
ing and religious conversion may proceed in a similar or even 
identical manner, quite irrespective of whether the object in 
view is to bring people to Wesley or Mao-Tse tung. Just so, the 
behaviour-patterns of assemblies and committees show similari- 
ties and repetitions which are traceable alike in the Kremlin, 
in seventeenth-century Rome, and the hall where the Urban 
District Council meets. 

Dean Stanley quotes the wholesome remarks of the former 
Vicar of Kensington, John Jortin, who, after a long, cool, mid- 
eighteenth-century look at the way such things really happen, 
listed some of the motives by which assemblieSi — he was writing 
of Church assemblies, but he might have said much the same 
of a Congress of the Communist Parly or the Republican Presi- 
dential Convention — may be influenced. 

They may be influenced’, said Jortin in 1750 or thereabouts. 
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“by reverence to the ^peror or to his councillors and favourites, 
or the iear of offending some great prelate . . . who had it in 
his power to insult, vex lind plague all the bishops within and 
without lys jurisdiction; by the dread of passing for heretics 
and of being calumniated, reviled, hated, anathematized, ex- 
communicated, imprisoned, banished, fined, beggared, starved 
if they refused to submit; by the love of peace and quich; by 
compliance with an active body and imperious spirit; fiy a de- 
ference to the majority; by a love of dictating and domineering, 
of applause and respect; by vanity and ambition; by a total 
ignorance of the question in debate, or a total indifference about 
it; by private friendships; by enmity and resentment; by old 
prej«lices; by hopes of gain; by an indolent disposition; by good 
nature and the fatigue of attending; by the desire to be at home.' 

It might be healthy if anyone who ever goes to a conference 
of some kind and votes for something or other were to picture 
himself about *he 1750’s in the vicarage at Kensington, explain- 
ing to the incumbent why he personally was not seriously in- 
fluenced by any of these considerations 

When, at San Francisco, I drew this assessment of motives 
to the attention of my friend Richard Bransten, a man crackling 
with political fire and blazing with goodwill, who later burned 
out and killed himself, he observed that, although the Reverend 
Jortin probably regarded it as too obvious for mention, one ought 
to add to his list the fact that people who attend this type of 
gathering are, more often than not, in hopes that their partici- 
pation in history will be accompanied by some unique sexual 
experience or adventure. 

That, 1 should say from experience, is a very true saying. At 
functions of the kind one is often reminded of the pro-consular- 
looking type in Rebecca West’s admirable novel The Thinking 
Reed who, even when he was peering down a woman’s V-neck 
at her breasts, managed to look as though he were thinking 
about India. 

To recall — as an eye-witness — ^what actually occurred at San 
Francisco, and^in particular the atmosphere of that historic 
Gabfest, jamboree and piece of global intrigue, is of some special 
interest now because, after a little more than a dozen years, the 
San Francisco get-together has already become one of the myths 
of history, in the sense that it is freely used by the advocates 



Il8 CROSmC THE LINE 

•of quite opposite policies to prove their respective points. When 
things gf> badly ^for them, the supporters of one line otf policy 
will declare that the whole thing ori|inated in the rosy senti- 
mentality displayed at San Francisco. When things go equally 
badly for the supporters of an opposite line, they will declare 
that it is all the result of the failure of the great powers at San 
Francisco to surrender their mean, old power-politics to the 
influence of the idealist spirit then potent and susceptible of 
being canalized for the go<^ of mankind. 

To the eye of the eye-witness, which may of bourse suffer 
a worse astigmatism than that of the hind-sighter, it was apparent 
that this conference, which has considerably affected everyone’s 
liie ever since, was being conducted on several different levels. 
There was a sense, and an important one, in which the affair 
was really a victory jamboree, in some degree hallowed and 
given an almost religious veneer by the thought that it was 
after all a celebration of the victory of the Good over the Bad 
— ^Hitler was by this time only a step or two from the patch 
of earth outside the bunker where they finally poured the gaso- 
line on his corpse and set it alight. 

The good word was that a new era was about to be inaugu- 
rated, and certainly nobody was inclined to deny that a new 
era might be just about what the doctor ordered, bike the in- 
auguration of Presidents and the Coronations of Kings and 
Queens, the inauguration of a new era for the human race always 
draws a crowd. It did so at San Francisco. Orson Welles and 
Rita Hayworth came, and a lot of other people from Hollywood, 
and Anabaptists and Seventh Day Adventists came, and, for 
earthier reasons, lobbyists of every major industrial interest 
in the world came, and some of them divided their time between 
the big historical affair and a murder trial which went on con- 
currently, the accused offering as his defence for shooting his 
wife, the assurance that he had been ‘somewhat drunk at the 
time’. 

A lot of sailors, on leave from the horfors of the Pacific war, 
came too. Some of them stood in the streets gaziitg at the world’s 
statesmen with reverence and hope — hope that they would be 
out of the horror soon, and that their sons would never have to 
get into a similar one. Others, sensing the jamboree sqiirit, got 
fiercely drunk in the forthright, whole-hogging American fashion 
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and threw bottles af the most untimely moments — ^through th^ 
window of a room where some PRO was expl^ning to#i startled 
Press that General Perodiwas a democrat at heart and that any- 
way his ifote was badly needed, or into another room where 
(since this was the year when hearing-aids became de rigueur 
among American intellectuals) some European conspirator, who 
did not understand about hearing-aids, was trying to find » suit- 
able mean between a yell and a whisper in which to donvey a 
profound observation of some kind to an American, suitably 
equipped, tiid impatient because the European did not appreciate 
the advantages of the device. 

I found myself several times in that situation — and learjjied 
latc^, to my indignation that the supposedly super-communist 
I had been muttering and yelling to had been an F B I agent all 
the time. I saw his name, years afterwards, in the account of 
some trial. He had told me that British Communists — ^and such 
I then was— w '*»■<*, on the whole, as effete as the rest of the 
British people. Would I, for example, give him the name of 
any British Communist who was prepared to go in for really 
realistic stuff, like blowing up railway bridges, or the King? 
When I failed to do so, he made no secret of the fact that he 
had by now weighed me in the balance and found me wanting. 

It was then, and how glad I was of it, that one of the sailors 
lodging across the court of the Palace Hotel tossed an empty 
whisky bottle through my window and hit that deaf agent 
provocateur just behind the hearing-aid. 

An unfortunate thing about history — I speak deliberately of 
textbook history because that, despite the best efforts of the 
savants, is the only kind of history that the majority of people 
are exposed to, and they are expo.sed to it long before the savants 
have time to catch up — is that it has to present events as though 
they took place in a kind of vacuum; a vacuum in the sense that 
the student is left with the impression that on a given day the 
representatives of all the interested parties were sitting there 
thinking hard about the future of Libya, without reference to 
what may be jermed the ‘Jortin factors’ — such as excessive heat, 
bottles through the window and Mrs X, or in some cases Master 
X, whose X-ly influence was palpable enough at San Francisco. 

(It is, incidentally, interesting though not, I suppose, surpris- 
ing, to find homosexuality in, as it were, the front line of both 
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‘sides in the great McCarthy v the Reds battle in the United 
States. IVie late ^nator created in the nublic mind an impression 
that if people in the State Departmem who opposed him were 
not on Moscow's pay-roll, they were at least Hbmosdkuals. His 
opposition, rather belatedly, grew wise to the opinion — or at 
any rate the assertion — that homosexuality was the trouble 
wittf McCarthy. Quite possibly everyone was lying, and there 
is never going to be any means of proving whether they were 
or were not. The only point of historical, or perhaps one should 
say anthropological, interest is that out of that pist^ you could 
still hope to fire a killing bullet.) 

pn this level, if you wanted to be socially and politically 
acceptable at San Francisco, you had to mind your Old \^orld 
Fs and Q’s. You were about, for instance, to say, ‘My God, doesn’t 
a lot of this remind you of the old League?’ It necessarily did, 
often enough. Often enough, this seemed to be where we came 
in. But to say so was to raise pained, peevish and even frightened 
eyebrows all around the room. The League had become a word 
of ill-omen, and there were many who quite evidently felt that 
to mention it could by a process of sympathetic magic put 
a hoodoo or jinx on the United Nations. If comparisons had to 
be made at all, the thing was to note how, despite a superficial 
similarity here and there, the great thing was that the spirit of 
San Francisco was so different from that of Geneva. 

Paul Valdry, after' the first World War, had written of the 
European Hamlet, pacing a vast terrace of Elsinore that stretched 
from the sand dunes of Nieuport to the Swiss frontier, and con- 
templating the millions of skulls ‘And this one was Kant; Kant 
qui genuit Hegel, qui genuit Marx, qui genvit. . . .’ The terrace 
was larger now, the skulls more numerous, the crack-up more 
awful. ‘We cannot afford to fail’ became one of the most weari- 
somely repeated clichfe of the conference. 

There were plenty of sceptics, but they were cautious. 
Nobody could escape the realization that millions upon millions 
of people in two hemispheres at least beheved that the United 
Nations was going to save the world, and it was^a belief which 
only a very cold fish could treat without respect. I heard an 
embittered Republican say angrily to a near-worshipp^r of the 
late Roosevelt, ‘Trouble with you people is you belieVe in the 
human race. It’ll let you down,’ 
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'God’s let me domm damn often/ said the other, ‘but I go on 
belie\fng in him/ 

In the view of the sceptical, San Francisco was all very well as 
a pious demonstration of faith and hope, but they felt that no 
real decisions could be taken here, because all the important 
ones had already been taken at Yalta. Their theme song was a 
parody of Bing Crosby, written for the annual revue jtafed by 
the Washington Press Club. 

‘Yalta! Yalta! Yalta! 

Winston, Joe and I. 

Yalta! Yalta! Yalta! 

Congress don’t you cry. 

Yalta! Yalta! Yalta! 

Shut the other eye. 

You are going my way — 

That’s a Russian lullaby.’ 

It is always with a slight shock that one realizes in how short 
a time the novel can become the commonplace, the speculative 
surmise be transformed into a mental platitude. 

A somewhat ruthless-minded friend of mine from the US 
State Department used to shock people at San Francisco by 
asserting that the centra! feature of world diplomacy then and 
for a long time to come must be the inevitable effort of British 
policy to cause dissension and division between Washington and 
Moscow. 

‘You British,’ he used to say, ‘talk as loud as anyone else about 
unity and continuance in peace time of the wartime co-opera- 
tion of east and west, but you just can’t afford to have it played 
that way — or at least you think you can’t, which comes to the 
same thing.’ 

He took the view, so familiar now, but startling to many at 
that time, that the real problem of British policy diuing the 
decade following the* end of the war would be to provoke ‘all 
trouble short pf war’ between the United States and the Soviet 
Union. For, he admitted, war between ‘the big Two’ would be 
even more disastrous for British interests than a ‘deal* between 
them made without regard for, and indeed at the expense of, 
those interests, 
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This view of Britain’s inevitable role wasi naturally enough, 
shocking «and ofl^P’^sive to such delegates as Mr Attldfe— or, 
since nobody can say for certain jun what Mr Attlee was 
really thinking about at San Francisco, people «n hisi. position 
certainly had to look as though they would be shocked and 
offended by any such notion. 

Ye^it^was impossible not to notice that, among the British, 
indications of any sweeping agreement on major points between 
the USA and the USSR were apt to be greeted privately with 
a mixture of moral indignation and hardly conceited alarm. 
Rifts and sharp words between the Big Two were, on the other 
haiyl, equally often subjects of self-congratulation, as though 
representing victories for British diplomacy. Not that such senti- 
ments were uttered. The correct formula was to remark how 
fortunate it was that, with some assistance from British expe- 
rience, the Americans (such naive fellows) were ‘beginning to 
take a rather more realistic view of the Russians than the late 
President.’ 

The attitudes — ^some sharply defined, some vague — encoun- 
tered among British officials and politicians at San Francisco 
vividly reminded me of similar attitudes encountered in the 
British Embassies in Berlin and Washington in the late 1920’s. It 
was the period of the Arcos raid and the breach of Anglo-Soviet 
diplomatic relations, a period, that is, when Britain was pursu- 
ing an anti-Soviet diplomatic offensive with a vigour not seen 
since the ending of the war of intervention. 

Public opinion in Britain took it for granted that such a policy 
must win the applause and command at least the tacit support of 
the United States. After all, for years British newspaper readers 
had been absorbing accounts — often shocking to the liberal- 
minded — of the ‘red scare’ in the States and of that anti-red 
‘drive’, master-minded by Attorney-Geqeral Palmer, which, in 
its day, seemed as powerful and enduring a feature of American 
policy as MacCarthyism did thirty years or so later. 

Yet it was almost exactly at the momeht of the British diplo- 
matic offensive against Russia that the Standard Oil Company 
took, first secretly and then publicly, decisive steps to establish 
the most cordial economic relations with Moscow. Mr Ivy Lee 
(‘poison Ivy’ according to an angry British diplomat), first of the 
modem type of Public Relations Counsellor, was mobilized for 
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action. He was theiman who in years of subtle propaganda wortL 
much^of it never detected as propaganda woij(( at alljHiad trans- 
formed the image of <Jd John D. Rockefeller in the American 
mind fr^m that of an ogre or juggernaut, thinking nothing of 
spraying strikers and their families with oil and burning them to 
death in the interests of sustained production, into that of a 
kindly, socially-minded philanthropist, his eye ever 6n theP^ublic 
good, and the dissemination of useful knowledge. (By a fascinat- 
ing dialectical process, what had started as a kind of diver- 
sionary ‘Aunt’ dreamed up by the genius of Ivy Lee, later 
materialized as a concrete reality in the shape of the Rockefeller 
Foundation.) Mr Lee was now desired to apply his almost n^o- 
nuRitic talents to the task of refurbishing, touching up, and in 
parts toning down, the popular ‘horror’ picture of the USSR. 

And at about the same time, the New York Times, through 
the medium of its able and enthusiastic Moscow correspondent, 
began to prese it the Soviet Union to the American public in a 
light which, though critical, seemed almost golden compared to 
the nerve-jerking effects the correspondent of the London Times 
was achieving from his peripheral listening post at Riga. 

In 1929 and 1930, shuttling regularly between New York and 
Washington, I was often jolted by the contrast between the 
attitude of Wall Street men, who looked upon the USSR with 
a minimum alaim, as in effect just another fast-developing area 
with a big trade potential, and the opinion, accepted as more or 
less axiomatic in the British Embassy in Washington, where 
Russia was viewed politically, and viewed as a menace. (It was 
always comical to watch Russian reactions to those diverse 
estimates. Officially, of course, the American businesslike atti- 
tude was the one to be applauded. The word ‘coexistence’ had 
not been coined. But a deal with Standard Oil, and Soviet gold 
bonds selling like hot, cakes on Wall Street, were co-existence 
enough for the moment. On the other hand, there was some- 
thing undeniably irksome in the American evaluation of the 
situation — ^somethin^ obscurely insulting, as though the Revolu- 
tion and tly doctrines of Marxist-Leninism were puerile 
incidents, temporary deviations from tlv* ultimate forward 
movement of the world along businesslike American lines. The 
British, it could at least be said, took these things more seriously, 
more — so to speak — in the spirit in which they were offered.) 
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What was dangerous about the British* attitude was the 
assumptidh that ‘Ijasically’ and ‘by and large’ the American view 
was bound to be the same as the British, or at any rate that the 
Americans were bound to ‘come round' to the British view 
sooner or later. It was dangerous because it was untrue in the 
first place, and more so because when people began to see where 
they flad^made their notable error there were going to be recri- 
minations and dark suspicion. 

There was, certainly, a vague sense in which the popular 
British notion of Anglo-American relations was tru!? But you 
could not assume it to be true in a sense in which it would at all 
timfs effectively govern political and diplomatic action, which 
is, after all, what matters. That it might somehow turn ouhto 
have been true ‘in the long run’ could be imagined; but, as May- 
nard Keynes used to say, ‘the long run? the long run? In the 
long run we’re all dead.' 

At San Francisco the reaction of British officials to such an 
analysis of the position was apt to be first that the whole picture 
was chimerically false, and that, if it were found to contain 
elements of reality, that showed gross bad taste, even bad faith, 
on the part of the Americans And at that they would recall 
with bitterness the attitude towards ‘colonialism’ adopted by 
Roosevelt that night at Casablanca when the Sultan of Morocco 
came to dinner with him and Winston Churchill, and his ludi- 
crously naive evaluatfon of Joseph Stalin. 

They were not pleased when Molotov was, figuratively speak- 
ing, publicly embraced by Henry Kaiser, the great ship-builder, 
one of the most spectacular of Amerca’s wartime industrialists. 
The pair toured Kaiser’s shipyards together, talking no politics, 
but talking in particular about a gigantic scheme for Kaiser, once 
the Far Eastern war was over, to manufacture hundreds of 
thousands of pre-fabricated houses for shipment to Vladivostok 
and erection in Siberia. 

At the time, it was one of the things Molotov liked to talk 
about. On political or diplomatic subject^ he would — even in 
comparatively private conversation — go little further than to 
paraphrase, in slightly more informal language, his set public 
speeches. I knew him only very slightly, and had found him one 
the few Russians whose conversation was really tedious. 
Others could be brilliant, nrofound. amusin?. maddeninelv oara- 
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doxical. childlike* or plain maddening. Molotov, had he nAt 
happmed to be the Foreign Minister of the Sj^oxid nwst powor- 
ful State in the worl^, and the harmonica which played the 
tunes bfpathed into it by the world’s most powerful man, would 
have been a bore. And one does right to treat bores as genuinely 
dangerous characters, not merely on account of the debilitating 
ennui with which they enervate one’s faculties, but because 
there is certainly something dangerously wrong with their men- 
tality, character and general relationship to life. 

Often Jt San Francisco, when Molotov was chatting in private 
with a half-do7en people, I would hear someone making an 
effort to get him to discuss the wider aspects of the situation — 
tlfe general picture of what later was called ‘co-existence.’ He 
sniffed through his pince-ne/, waggled a dismissive hand and 
went on paraphrasing his last speech. I will say for the late 
Stalin that, according to what Michael Koltzov used to tell me, 
he too found Molotov a crashing bore. But Stalin, perhaps 
because of his keen interest in the proper employment of heavy 
artillery, not merely suffered Molotov gladly, but saw his 
positive value. He took, 1 was told, a sadistic as well as a purely 
political pleasure in watching some foreign diplomat being 
pounded by Molotov’s monotonous barrage. 

Partly because so many important delegates and officials came 
from ‘austerity’ areas — the mountains of China, the starved 
underground of France, not to mention the dreary subsistence 
levels of England — the San Francisco Conference put into prac- 
tice on the largest scale the belief, the most cherished article of 
faith among diplomats, negotiators and promoters through the 
ages from the Homeric heroes to Krupp, that without free wine 
and women you either get nowhere, or get somewhere more 
slowly than otherwise. 

Nobody seems to analyse this belief— though I dare say some 
advertising agency has at this minute a team working on it. The 
principle is thought too obviously axiomatic to require discus- 
sion. Yet it is in ‘reality complex, raising innumerable and 
profound problems of human behaviour. ‘Under the influence of 
an excellent dinner followed by a port which, etc., etc.. Lord X 
relented . . . .’ The motif recurs in innumerable novels; so often 
indeed that a person who had done nothing but read novels 
could be excused for supposing that if you could only lure an 
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Ifndw-Secretary for s<Hnething or other, oj the owner of a 
uranium nine to^our home and oifer^him something father 
special, he would be as wax in your hands. (When I was about 
sixteen there was a very general belief among beys ofcmy age 
that if you could but get a girl to come to dinner and at the end 
of it manage, unperceived, to drop cigar ash into her coffee, she 
would<5)e not merely willing to jump, but insist on jumping into, 
bed with you. The only problem, it seemed, was to get the money 
for a good cigar — and of course good cigars were a lot cheaper 
then than they are now.) 

Everyone knows the old American definition of a statesman 
as ‘^politician who stays bought’, and nobody has any difficulty 
in appreciating the effect upon history, ancient and modern,^l)f 
the straight, time-saving cash bribe, whether it follow the 
pattern of Louis XlV’s annual subsidy to Charles II; of gross 
over-payment for the avowable part of the services rendered: or 
of the crude, but pyschologically sure-fire, packet of crinkle 
slipped across the desk at moments of recalcitrance or 
indecision. 

But if you ask the Moribundian Foreign Minister does he 
really think that another round of champagne and peacocks’ 
tongues is going to have the Ruritanian Ambassador signing 
away his country’s claim to the Mudd enclave with a Smile, he 
admits it seems rather unlikely. 

Agreed; the idea is preposterous. Agreed, too, certainly, that 
in our own day, as in the past, many vital decisions have been 
made by statesmen, generals and captains of industry which 
would have been made otherwise, even in a quite contrary 
sense, if those responsible had not been drunk at the time. Every- 
one can call to mind dozens of such instances. And the Eliza- 
bethans, as is known, were half-tipsy most of the time — they 
had to be unless they chose to go through Jife parched, or die of 
disease from infected water. But what, apropos of San Francisco, 
we have under discussion here is not the broad, general influence 
of alcohol-intake on history. In the cases just referred to, the 
people concerned would have been drunk anywaj^ usin^ their 
home supplies to put them in fettle to face the Irish Question 
or the submarine menace or the challenge of Japanese cotton 
goods. That situation has very little to do with what may be 
termed the mellowing process, or technique of the lush-up, in 
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which A is supposed to gain his ends by offering B rather raaik 
of what he fancies than will do him good.) 

What then is the tr8e incidence of the lush-up upon what, 
ultimate^, goes on? Some man from the Treasury or the 
Guaranty Trust Company sternly replies, ‘You over-estimate the 
importance of this aspect of affairs. Serious matters are not 
affected by that type of thing.’ In which case the Foreign Offices 
and Plenipotentiaries and the tycoons with their costly Public 
Relations Counsellors are all barking up the wrong tree, are 
ignorant (ff what makes things tick, and wasting their time and 
money. It seems to be not very probable. 

Certainly the United Nations was launched on an oceag of 
clj^pagne, whisky and vodka, and there was scarcely a noon 
or eventide at which some diplomatic or financial organization 
was not giving a mammoth cocktail party designed to cause at 
least some proportion of the guests to act, think, speak or write 
otherwise thai' they would have done had such an entertain- 
ment not been offered. It was de rigueur, naturally, to express 
boredom, deplore the exhausting multiplicity of these routs. 
The only absolutely sincere complaint I heard was that of a 
friend of mine who was a solitary drinker. He complained that 
the stamping and babble and pop-pop from the banqueting 
rooms of his hotel disturbed the peace of his intimate sessions 
with the bottle. 

The Americans, perhaps because being on their own ground 
made it easier, made more play with girls and young women 
than other delegations. Shortage of shipping space being what it 
was, it would have been difficult for others to compete in this 
department. Where they did so, they had to rely on *-he over- 
time work of typists and secretaries. 

But the State Department and other organizations concerned 
with influencing official or public opinion abroad had worked 
hard at deploying women on the propaganda front, and they 
had a fine range of such troops, capable of appealing alike to the 
man crudely in a hurry, and to those who liked to feel that truei 
romance was^ burgeoning for them between the huge ojrsters 
under the flat, drifting mists of evening, <>nd the touch of an 
expert American hand on the percolator as sunrise hit the top 
of Tamalpais. Women who could awake this conviction in the 
breasts of diplomats and publicists, however far from home. 
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^ext not two a penny. Some of the best qualified had to be 
officially detailed |or secretarial or social work in San Francisco, 
while their husbands, without leave 01* travel priorities, toiled 
on at their end of the war effort in Washington*or Nfw York, 
in a situation which made the troubles of Uriah the Hittite look 
trivial. 

Sometimes it was nearly eerie to watch Chinese and Saudi 
Arabians' watching the San Francisco of 1945 — many of 
them their first contact with America or, indeed, any part of the 
western world. It was exhilarating, too, like being ^ung aloft 
by a crane and enabled to view the turmoil of the place and time 
from a fresh angle. Such a crane hooked itself into my belt one 
late afternoon in that roof bar, called the ‘Top of the M^’, 
which, glowing like a jewel with fine carpets and woods and 
metals and a rainbow of liquor bottles, commands one of the 
most dramatic prospects in the world from the pinnacle of the 
Mark Hopkins Hotel. 

I sat down to appreciate it, and found myself beside a 
Chinese of about my own age, appreciating too. He wore a 
beautifully-tailored suit of what seemed to be some fine silk. His 
hair and shoes shone smoothly in the Pacific sunset. He looked as 
smooth, as untouched by hardness or hardship, as if he had lived 
for years and years in places like the Mark Hopkins. J^everthe- 
less, he was appreciating, and had a light in the eye. We fell 
into conversation. At the end of a quarter of an hour, it 
appeared that a topic which particularly interested him was the 
civil war in Spain. 

‘When I lived for some years,’ he said, ‘in a cave in Szechuan, 
as a guerrilla fighter you know, I read a book about it — it had 
been translated into Chinese from the Russian edition. But it 
was by an Englishman, a reporter who had also fought in the 
Spanish Republican Army for a while.’ 

‘You recall the author’s name?’ 

‘I don’t know how you’d pronounce it in English. It seemed 
like . . . .’ He gave a fair rendering of the name Pitcairn. 

‘That,’ I said, not even pretending to be calm ^t this coinci- 
dence and at the thought of my book, which I did not even 
know had been translated into Chinese, being thumbed by those 
legendary guerrillas of Szechuan, ‘is my nom-de-plume, I wrote 
it’ 
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Nor did he try to live up to any myth of oriental impassivity. 
On the fontrary, he shouted with an enthusiasm which made an 
explosive noise even amid the roar and buzz of the Tof of the 
Mark at cocktail time. 

We cut^ll otlier appointments and talked for hours, while the 
melancholy outlines of Alcatraz blurred into the ocean. As soon 
appeared, he, so far from having lived in the Mark Hopkins ^half 
his life, had spent many of his years, fighting in West China, 
living in the caves for months on end or, with ragged columns of 
poorly armfd men, struggling over terrible tracks on barely 
credible route marches — forays and agonizing retreats and 
evasions. 

Communist, he was in the fullest sense of the word* a 
fellow-traveller, on foot and in philosophy. He had been, ever 
since his late student days, fighting first in the seemingl> hope- 
less battle against Chiang Kai-shek, later against the Japanese, 
after the temporary alliance between Chiang and the Com- 
munists to which L.hiang himself was later to attribute his 
downfall. 

To talk on this and many subsequent occasions with this man 
was to experience that delicious stirring of the brain which 
comes only from converse with someone who^se experience has 
almost nothing in common with one’s own, but yet has been 
looking intently at the same scene, so that the events you have 
both been observing from such distant points form the link 
between you Few things are more refreshing than to discuss a 
given situation with someone whose basic assumptions are not 
yours. He startles you every minute, and you him. Each of you 
has to take another look at what had seemed so obvious^ so 
shopworn. It is the kind of conversation in which there is no 
such phrase as ‘of course.' 

It is stimulating in the way Greek and Latin — and, I have no 
doubt, Arabic and Hindf— prod and stir you in a way no modern 
language (whose basic assumptions are the same as those of 
your own language) c§n do. The first time you, as a schoolboy, 
discover firstly that the Latin word ‘honor' is not a translation 
of the English 4vord ‘honour’, and secondly that the Romans did 
not have any single word meaning just what ‘honour' (except 
in the Birthday or New Year sense) means in English, you are up 
there on that over-publicised but still exciting peak in Darien. 


C.T.L.— I 
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Adding oddity to our meeting was the ^scovery that we had 
been born within a mile or two and year or two of on^ another 
in Pekin — I, as4ie joyously pointed oat, in the British Legation, 
headquarters of the rapacious, imperialist foreign devils. And 
here we were talking in San Francisco, because he, fighting along 
with the Reds in the West China mountains, had read a book of 
mine about fighting along with the Reds in the Spanish Sierra. 

The last time I saw him was the night of farce and nervous 
ulcer when we had both been invited to make — ^with a couple of 
others — a radio broadcast of reminiscence, commt,nt and Ariew- 
exchange — a meeting of minds for the public benefit. Anyone is 
at liberty to state that in their opinion the notion of a Chinese 
f dlow-travelier and the correspondent of a British Comr^unist 
newspaper being invited to get on the American air and chat is 
too fantastic to be given credence. The person who finds it so is 
unaccustomed to the abrupt changes that can occur in American 
political weather. 

However, the event did not come to pass, because by that time 
both of us had come to take the technical and mechanical 
efficiency of the United States for granted. That is an arrogant 
mistake. One should enjoy it, but not lean on it too heavily. 

Leaving the Top of the Mark m plenty of time to drive to the 
studio, we found that the lift had gone out of action. Few 
things are more daunting than to prepare for a mile-a-minute 
vertical ride so silent that a Senator’s polite hiccup is disturb- 
ing, and find that what you are going to have to do is to under- 
take a leg-killing tick down the stairs. On the faces of many 
whom we passed, or even, occasionally, met sweating up that 
Matterhorn of stairs, there was the look people have in films 
about the breakdown of civilization or the shape of things to 
come. 

Late, we rushed to the hotel car-park where my friend’s car 
was parked under ideal conditions of security and freedom. The 
hotel gave bona-fide guests some gadget which they fitted into 
the ignition (or thereabouts) and this raised, for a sufficient 
number of seconds, an invisible electric ray which barred the 
exit to car-thieves and anyone else without the. proper gadget- 
accreditation. 

The place was, in a word, burglar and car-thief proof. Nowa- 
days it is called automation. 
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On this particular evening it chanced that the ray itself ha# 
somehow become stuck — ^you worked the correct g&dg|t, but it 
still loyally, though miAakenly, turned oS tlfe ignition every 
time you cot to jhe exit. We had to climb out and get the whole 
ray turned off — a serious business, because it meant the quick 
mobilization of humans to take on its functions as theft- 
preventers. 

Then we shot out into the streets of San Francisco and almost 
immediately something went wrong with the traffic lights, half 
a mile aheakl. Traffic jammed and halted. I swore that I had 
actually seen a couple of men get out of their car and set out for 
their destination on foot. My Chinese friend said that I must 
be (kcaming, no such thing could happen in America. We Sat 
there in the stench and uproar of idling motors, half-deaf and 
being slowly poisoned. 

'Let me tell you,' said my Chinese friend, 'in a cave in 
Szechuan this wouldn't happen.' 

Since all hope ot reaching the studio in time was now lost, I 
told him the story 1 had just heard from a friend of Thomas 
Mann, with which world figure he was flying from New York 
to New Orleans, where renowned thinker and novelist Mann was 
to give a lecture. 

At that time, any American officer above the rank of — I think 
— Captain, who wanted to hop a plane to go somewhere had the 
right to claim the seat of any civilian. At Asheville, Buncombe 
County, North Carolina, the plane made an intermediate stop. 
An American General and his aide fussed across the tarmac and 
said they had to get to New Orleans in a hurry. There was an 
impression that the Japanese could be landing any minute at 
Miami Beach. Thomas Mann and friend quit their seats and were 
left behind in Buncombe County. 

Only when the General reached New Orleans was it dis- 
covert that the purpose of this intellectual soldier's dash to the 
city was to hear Thomas Mann lecture. 

'Delicious,' said my Chinese friend. It made him happy 
because he was visibly thinking that in a cave in Szechuan that 
kind of thing oouldn’t happen either. 
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Mr Bevin and the Devil 

I N the newspaper business it often seems that they wait until 
you have just got the hang of something and then ask you 
to go off to get the hang of something else. Essentially/ 't is 
the same complaint you hear from Foreign Service people who 
learn Turkish and get posted to Uruguay. 

Perhaps, so far as the newspapers are concerned, this practice 
represents an attempt to carry out the advice proferred to journ- 
alists by the late Lord Northcliffe — ‘never lose your sense of 
superficiality.’ 1 certainly was beginning to feel somewhat pro- 
found about the true stresses and strains of the United Nations, 
to be aware of where the bodies were really buned which, when 
ultimately dug up, were going to cause trouble. And then came 
the news that a General Election impended in BMtain, and on 
the heels of it a cable from William Rust bidding me hurry 
home, prepared to transform myself immediately from diplo- 
matic correspondent to political correspondent of the Daily 
Worker. 

I thought there must be some mistake. I had always felt more 
at home in the United States than in England, whose political 
climate I have never more than dimly appreciated. Someone — 
almost anyone — else, it seemed to me, could cover that British 
election for them. Perhaps by reason o^ being a Scotsman, per- 
haps because of other circumstances of my life, my ear has 
never been properly attuned to the way things are played in 
En^and; the drama of English life subtiy eludes me — ^so com- 
pletely indeed that 1 am often tempted to the error of supposing 
it is not there at all. Thus, compared with the big bout at San 
Francisco, whatever was going to happen over in England looked 
to me like pretty small beer, tepid at that. I wrote a careful cable 
to Rust explaining that it would in every sense be better were 1 
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to remain where I ^as. I inferred that his original instruction 
must have been the result of an impetuous abAration. 

He replied : ‘Return at once repeat at once.’ I cabled again at 
length, aifd profoundly, touching on the world situation. He 
replied : ‘Kiss the girls good-bye and take first available plane.’ 

A notion na^ed at my mind, and 1 spent twenty-foiu* l^urs 
or so in a state of indecision both exciting and painful. I was 
wondering whether the best plan might not be to remain in 
San Franci^o so long as my American permit allowed, make 
arrangements — not by any means impossible — for the trans- 
atlantic transport of Patricia and our son Alexander, and then 
remove to Mexico where, during my stay in San Francisco, 1 had 
foritfed some useful connexions Clearly in my ear I could hear 
the voice of Cacambo, giving his advice to Candide : ‘W" have 
travelled enough on foot. By the river-side I see an empty canoe. 
Let us fill it with coconuts, embark, and follow the stream. A 
river always itaas to some place. And if we find nothing 
pleasant, at least we shall find something new.’ 

I dare say there are people who can recall truthfully just 
exactly what were the operative factors in some vital decision 
made in the past Indeed it is something of a misfortune not to 
be able to do so Years later people ask why one did this rather 
than the other, and expect a serious, well-informed answer. Not 
getting it, they suspect one of concealing something, and the 
word they will be using next is ‘disingenuous’. It is not only 
troublesome, but makes one look either foolish or sly, but I have 
to admit that once the decision is made, the reasons for it- -even 
the exact nature of the derision — ^tend to slide from my mind 
out of sight. 

In determining not to go to Mexico instead of London I was 
certainly much influenced by the fact that, whereas at an earlier 
period of life the innupierable unknown factors would affect 
only myself, now they must be fateful also for Patricia and for a 
boy only four years old. Patricia, I gathered later, would pro- 
bably have welcomed Lhe idea. She would have been dismayed, 
if at all, not by the difficulties of getting to Mexico, but by the 
nuisance of having to learn Spanish when .,he got there. 

As for Alexander — ^but there was the rub. On so important a 
matter for his future, he had, as of then, no vote. 

So without enthusiasm I chose London. Flying over the Rocky 
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Mountains and the prairies, I sank deeply into gloom. It was a 
state of 'mind tcf which I was but little accustomed. I hoped at 
first that it might be a hangover, something strictly ph)rsical, and 
fixed my mind on the thought that when Boswell ^fieved him- 
self suffering from moral despair or general Weltschmerz, his 
complaint was often nothing worse than alcoholic poisoning. 
But on making a tally of the drinks taken the night before, I 
could not feel such a conclusion justified. Something else must 
be making me feel unhappy. And watching the Uni^“d States go 
by down below, I got an unpleasantly clear idea of what it was. 
I had begun to wonder whether I was not mistaken about the 
political shape of the world. . 

Years before, when 1 had first lived with and fallen in live 
with the United States, I had been vividly aware of what has so 
often been called ‘the American dream’ — and ‘a faith’ (to quote 
the first volume of this autobiography) ‘that there was still room 
on earth for the kingdom of Heaven.’ And when I had returned 
to Emope and jumped into the Communist Party 1 had been con- 
siderably affected by the idea — this was in the days of the great 
slump — ^that ultimately it would be Comiiiunism which would 
lead America to the next attempted realization of that repeatedly 
frustrated dream. It was perhaps less paradoxical than it sounds 
that 1 should have been more influenced on this score by the 
United States than by the USSR. 

But now, fresh from daily contacts with innumerable Ameri- 
can Communists, I became oppressed with a sense of futility. I 
do not speak of, or suggest, individual futility, though naturally 
there are as many fools and stumblebums in the Communist 
Party as anywhere else. A lot of those people were able, a lot of 
them brave, and many were both. But that, it seemed to me, 
as we came in to land for the stopover at Cheyenne, Wyoming, 
made the problem more serious. For if the individuals concerned 
were no more faulty than is to be expected, why were they 
demonstrably getting nowhere? 

It was, of course, the sixty-four-dollar question, and I had no 
desire whatever to face it. It shadowed my mind as far as New 
York, but there the stiff breezes of necessary action blew it, for 
the time being, away. 

For a political traveller such as myself, one of the principal 
Sehensi^uerdigkeiten — a ‘must’ in any guide book — of New 
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York at that precise moment was Mr Earl Browder, itop-ranking 
American Communist, under whom a bomb t>f intei^ational 
dimensions had exploded a few days before. Without a word of 
warning, fie had been .served notice that his entire policy, a 
policy imposed with almost ferocious rigidity upon all members 
of the American Communist organisation, a policy whicli in 
hundreds of thousands of words had been proclaimed to consti- 
tute, at last, the map which was going to show the path to the 
heights, ws^i not only ill-considered and gimcrack, but was, 
furthermore, a blatant and disgusting betrayal of the interests of 
the working people of the entire world, a piece of sabotage and 
a sell-out. 

rae bomb, it may be remembered, had been actually det- 
onated in the form of a published letter from the irench 
Communist leader. Jacques Duclos, who directed against le 
Browderisme a flame of invective designed to sear the souls of 
all those American Communists who had not had the good 
fortune (as now appeared) to have been reviled and driven into 
political darkness by Browder himself. 

It would be neither interesting nor possible to summarize 
accurately here what ‘Browderism’ meant. Some of its aspects 
were stimulating — the idea, for instance, explicit or implied, 
that the conception of a political party in the European sense is 
quite alien to the American scene, and that to insist on the 
existence of a Communist Party, electioneering and politicking 
as though it were a Republican or Demociaiic Party, was to 
mistake the character of the two latter : to equate them with 
European political parties, whereas in reality each of them is a 
coalition. The business of the Communists, according to 
Browder, was to unite and influence and help to guide the ‘best 
elements’ wherever they were to be found. (I am not quoting 
any stated thesis of Browder, only sketching what seemed one of 
his central themes.) He and his associates held even more ‘here- 
tical’ views on the potentially ‘progressive’ role of what, before 
and after, was termed ‘American Imperialism’. I forget what the 
Browder people called it. 

But (me could not talk to Browder for even half an hour with- 
out realizing that, deep and complex as were the theoretical 
issues involved, a major role in the development of the whole 
affair had been played by the personal relationship Jmtween 
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Browder and Franklin D. Roosevelt — or, as some would say, the 
influence of Rodsevelt upon Browder.* 

The atmosphere of Browder’s headquarters in New York was 
not a congenial one. In fact, although I tried to suppress the 
thought, the whole outfit bore an unpleasant resemblance to the 
picture of it which might be presented to the public by a rabidly 
anti-Communist saturist During the few days 1 spent in New 
York I could not help being repeatedly reminded of the words of 
an enthusiastic but melancholy radical friend of mi le who had 
once told me that he would have joined the Communists there 
were it not that one half of those directing operations seemed 
tdbe brashly ignorant, though genuinely prepared to die oii any 
barricade that might be indicated, whereas the great thinkersVoo 
often proved to have acquired their comprehensive knowledge 
of Marxist-Leninism at the training schools of the F B I. in prepa- 
ration for their work as spies and agents provocateurs within the 
organization. 

Given the atmosphere of alarm, uncertainty and mutual sus- 
picion created by the explosion of the Duclos Letter, the news 
that I was on my way up to what was referred to with unseemly 
reverence as ‘the Tenth Floor’ where the top men, including 
Browder himself, functioned, was received with a lot mwe 
interest than it deserved. It was supposed that I must be engaged 
on some major * mission — bearer, perhaps, of some kind of 
coUnter-Duclos Letter. Nobody would have believed me had I 
said that I was just taking the opportunity to see an interesting 
man at an interesting moment of his career, and would have 
thought (perhaps rightly) that, if true, that was a very feather- 
pated thing to be up to. 

For a man who has just been blown sky-high, Browder was 
calm — ^not resignedly so, but almost, one might say, exuber- 
antly. It occurred to me that perhaps he*had a rather more than 
normal amount of vanity in his make-up, and hence, though 
this might be the end of his immediate position and authority, 
found a lift, like the stimulus of champagne, in becoming the 
centre of a vast international shindy, which had significance not 
only for the Communist Parties but for much wider circles too, 
since it was to some extent a test and measure of what were to 
be the immediate post-war relations between the Communists 
and the^est of the world. 
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When he talke<f of his relations with Roosevelt this impres- 
sion of vanity was inveased. There were nlomentsVhen one 
felt that Roosevelt considered that a fortnight without a chat 
with BriJwder Vas not a full fortnight. On the other hand it was 
quite evident that he really did know Roosevelt intimately, and 
his descriptions of the President’s conversation were both vivid 
and uproarious. It was probably true that, in the circumstances 
of that time, it was of genuine importance to Roosevelt to have 
the gener|l enthusiastic support of Browder, because such sup- 
port enabled him to outflank other potential critics on the left 
of the Labour movement — if a thing was all right with the G>m- 
munist extremists, who was anyone else to nark about it> 
•^ach of them supposed he was taking the other for a ride. It 
was Duclos who declared unequivocally that the young lady of 
Riga was Browder. 

Watching him, I reflected upon how lucky some people are to 
have faces which completely fit in with, and lend physiog- 
nomical support to, their policies. Browder’s line was the essen- 
tially down-to-earth, domestic, native American character of 
American Communism — heir in mid-twentieth century to all the 
political revolts of the American Common Man against Wall 
Street ogres, heir to Farmer-Labourism and Bryanism. And his 
face could have sat for a composite portrait of that sort of 
American — rugged, honest, of course, but shrewd, too, and with 
a light of pawky humour in the eye : in a word, the lot. 

A handy face to go campaigning with on his sort of platform. 
Unless it be, as I have sometimes thought, that the process really 
works the other way round, and that people are seriously influ- 
enced in deciding what line of country they are going to take by 
what, at some fairly early stage of the game, they see in their 
mirrors? 

Naturally experience and so forth ‘mark’, as they say, a face. 
But what about the raw material? Appearances are very rarely 
deceptive, and people who look bluff yet shrewd often are. It 
may well be that every man is in some sense his owm casting- 
director. It i^ certainly true in my experience, and 1 have tested 
this on many occasions, that, when you aic puzzled as to what 
a man was really thinking when you spoke with him, what 
degree of truth or lie there was in his remarks, if you are mimir 
enough to reproduce on your own face exactly the ^pression 
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that was on hjs when he said this or that, you often enough get 
at the reafity of v(4iatever was passing through his mind at that 
moment. 

I found Browder a stimulating character — a talkative and 
indeed eloquent man who, in addition, could hear what you 
were spying without the aid of a hearing-aid and was even pre- 
pared to talk, without a too exaggerated fear of the tape- 
recorder. Nowadays, people — and perhaps in particular, Ameri- 
cans — are so conscious of tape-recorders that thqjr talking 
chords get strangled. It is a standpoint 1 have never compre- 
hended. And yet disregard of it has brought many people into 
gralfe difficulty. But it is no worse a difficulty than people haye 
always had when they were seeking to communicate, one\«» 
another, something which the authorities might later hold 
against them. ‘Walls have Pars' is an old saying. In those days 
people used to lurk behind, as it were, the arras. Now they have 
a microphone built into your typewriter or cunningly concealed 
in the electric light or wherever it may be. 

The problem is the same. The theory that the microphone is 
more menacing than the arras seems mistaken. The development 
of the microphone, the near-tape, and even the distant tape — 
with which you can record a private conversation at a thousand 
yards or more — is a sometime tiresome, always interesting 
example of human relationship. To aver that the police must 
not listen to one’s telephone calls is like averring that the hired 
help must not listen at the keyhole. They will go on doing it. 

And, after all, nobody but a fool has ever — since the sixteenth 
century — ^written anything in a letter, or said anything on a 
telephone wire, which he would not wish the police to hear. 
Only innocent people do that. 

And as one who has been tapped as much as the next man I 
would offer the opinion that all that tapping does is to waste 
one's time. From the point of view of the opposition — a busi- 
ness opposition or a police opposition, whichever it may be — 
that is an advantage. You have to go out and take a bus and wait 
till the engine buzzes before you can say the thiiig you were 
going to say. But that is about as far as it gets the dpposition, 
and so long as the buses keep running it does not, seriously 
speaking — ^leaving aside the cops and robbers — get anyone very 
far. 
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In all the circumstances, there seemed not much jo say to Earl 
Browder, although I di«ktell him that should he ever Ifc looking 
for a job as either an actor or a newspaperman I would be 
happy td recoflimend him. He said that he would bear that in 
mind. I left him with the conviction in my mind that probably 
he was wrong about everything, but somehow seemed a more 
likeable kind of a man than most of those who were sharpening 
their knives for him a few floors below. 

I told a|^ that in London, but it was not popular. Even to have 
chatted in friendliness with the man Browder was a suspect act. 

In London I felt even more disorientated than, in San Fran- 
cisco, I had expected to be. And, despite the excitement find 
aAivity of the General Election, I was almost continuously 
aware of that shadow of futility, drifting back and forth across 
my mind, which had pursued me in the transcontinental plane. 
And I was in constant danger of becoming infected by that 
disease which tu liie propagandist is the most fatal of all — ^the 
disease of which the principal symptom is an awareness of 
having said or written all this over and over again, without, so 
far as can be seen, having had the slightest effect upon anything. 

1 have sometimes wondered since wheth r I really believed 
more than about 25 per cent of the tens of thousands of words 
I wrote at that time. In fact — ^partly because the good propa- 
gandist for the most part really does believe what he is writing 
at the moment — I did so Among the many wise sayings of Lord 
Northcliffe was that ‘you can never successsfully put on the 
table of Demos what you would not put upon your own.’ In 
other words, if you try to talk down to Demos, or to write with 
your tongue in your cheek. Demos will find you out. 

True, I have argued with people who say that in approving 
of this Northcliffe saying and in approving, too, of what is called 
‘black’ propaganda— deliberate invention, employed as a care- 
fully judged weapon as, for example, in the case of the ‘Revolt 
in "retuan’ — I contradict myself. I think not. Well naturally 1 
think not, since nolmdy goes quietly along with a charge of 
self-contradi^on. But, to put it reascmably, what I feel about 
it is that what matters is not whether the. weapon is good but 
whether the catise is. 

At this point somebody mutters something about doing evil 
that good may come, or the end justifying the mean& 
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*This obscufantist formula has clouded tflought for a long 
dme. 

Nobody should. I would suppose, willin^y do evil that good 
may come; and if the end justifies the means, theil the nteans are 
good. 

I can conceive of a person saying that those people who 
organized the big lie about The Man Who Never Was’ — ^that 
corpse on the coast of Spain which deceived Hitler’s General 
Staff — were doing evil, because they were (as one y?ed to be 
told in childhood) ‘acting a lie’. To believe that is to take up the 
position that telling lies — ^in the simple sense of deceiving other 
people — is worse than anything else you can do. Worse, for 
instance, than deliberately permitting Hitler to gain sok.? 
advantage because you cannot bring yourself to tell him a lie. 

It is not only a possible viewpoint, but a perfectly respectable 
one. 1 regard it as abominable, W respectable. But it is only res- 
pectable if you really hold it and stick to it. Assume then that 
you reject it. How can it be both good and bad to lie to Hitler? 
How, in other words, is the lie bad and yet its effects are good ? 
And how then is this doing evil that good may come? 

To which, the reply is made : ‘But if you declare that, your 
cause being good, your means of defending it are good too, then 
you are setting yourself up as the arbiter of good aqd evil. How 
do you know your cause is that good?’ 

And to that anyone seriously engaged in the m£l^e can answer 
no more than that either you believe in your cause to that 
extent, or you should go away and lie down in the shade — 
which, evidently, is a decision too. And should it turn out that 
you had underestimated the excellence of the cause, you would 
be committing an evil act by deserting it. 

Simple thoughts of this kind — ‘simple’ some would say in the 
Irish sense of the word, meaning vaci^pus — occurred to me 
repeatedly during that 1945 election. 

Specifically what bothered me was the necessity for a whole- 
hearted, full-blooded support of the Labour Party. 

One of the elements which make a General Section both 
farcical and excruciating is precisely this necessity for being 
whole-hearted about everything and everyone. It is a pretty 
widely accepted fact that you cannot go into a campaign saying, 
‘In my vy^, Mr X, though at heart on the side of the angels. 
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somewhat stinks at the edges, so that while adviinng you to vdle 
for him because his opponent stinks worse, I |lso ldvi#e you not 
to believe more than a very small proportion of what the man 
says.* T])at is ^ot the way to gain friends for your candidate 
and influence people on his behalf. For the purposes of election* 
eering, the man is not only on the side of the angels, he 
personally is one. 

The situation was, therefore, that because the Communist 
Party was so small — and why was it so small ? was the question 
often an(f inevitably in mind — ^and had no hope of achieving 
power itself, the whole potential of the apparatus (not a small 
potential, because the apparatus was constructed of trained ^nd 
^dicated people, people who would stay out longer in the rain 
tnan anyone else), was to be jerked into action on behalf of the 
Labour Party. Which, in turn, meant that one had to pretend to 
believe about eighty per cent of what the Labour leaders said. 
And that, when you came down to cases, meant believing in 
eighty per • et l ot what Ernest Bevin said. I had known Ernest 
Bevin, in a strictly professional capacity, for a number of years, 
and in my reckoning eighty per cent was a whole lot too much 
to believe. 

1 had watched Bevin at numerous conferences and congresses, 
watched for the moment when the sly, alert eyes of this John 
Bull in plastic would judge the moment ripe to switch from the 
sternly practical to the sob. Reporting any such event you could 
write, far down the page, ‘Bevin lifts arms in Christlike gesture 
and declares “I am being crucified.” Weeps ’ You would rarely 
be wrong. He was a real John Bull, a professional Englishman, 
with the capacity of the professional Englishman — perfected 
through long years of colonialism — to have the tears gush 
from his eyes because nobody understood that it was only 
for the other boy’s good that he was kicking him, or else it was 
in self-defence, because the wizened ‘little boy’ was a lot more 
dangerous, in reality, than he might look to those who did not 
know the facts. 1 have seen J. H. Thomas cry repeatedly, and 
muster votes by it. But Bevin’s crucifixion was a better act — and 
pulled more^rotes. 

1 knew — and certainly it was no secret needing special sources 
of information to ascertain — ^that Bevin looked upon Com- 
munists and Communism in just the way that an old-time Metho- 
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£ist looked upon the Devil. Some of the timei you are genuinely 
fri^ten^ of the Devil, and believe he may do you a mischief. 
Indeed, that fear is at the back of the mind all the time, and 
the dread powers of the Evil One justify anything jvhatever 
you may chose to do in opposition to him. Other times, you 
believe in the Devil but consider him merely a smart operator 
who has overreached himself. He has failed to realize that God 
is just a little bit smarter. And at other times again you are 
not worrying about whether there really is a Devil or not, but 
you see how essential it is that people who might bG wavering 
in their support of you should believe fren/iedly in that sinister 
old Satan who, unless they rush to your aid, is going to jump 
on your back and sear you with his filthy fire, carry you of^ 
unless everyone will please rally round — to his loathsome ^t. 
This is where the Devil becomes an almost lovable object — at 
least, an indispensable accessory. For people who might other- 
wise criticize you sharply, or even desert you altogether, have — 
if they have any decent human feelings at all — second thoughts 
when they get the news that you are at this very moment en- 
gaged in a crucial life and death struggle with sin, and that a 
vote against you is a vote for Mephistopheles 

All politicians, from Moscow to London or Washington, have 
to have an active Devil on the string. Perhaps, indeed, if there 
had been no Sparta, we should never have heard of Pericles. 

In this election of 1945, Mr Bevin had a new and ingenious 
idea about his relations with the Devil. He put about the alluring 
notion that, after all the bother and fuss there had been about 
the fellow, he and his associates would very soon fix things so 
that the Devil, previously irked by social coldness, would be 
mellowed by a series of understanding chats. 

‘Left understands Left’, said Mr Bevin, conveying to the voters 
who remembered Stalingrad that whereas the Tories would 
doubtless involve us in some kind of war, hot or cold, with 
the Soviet Union, the Labour Party would soon eliminate all that 
type of rancorous nonsense and achieve what a huge majority 
of the voting customers wanted, namely an enduring prolonga- 
tion of the wartime friendship between Britrin and the 
USSR. 

The bitterest pill to swallow, so far as I was concerned, was 
to lend support to this gross — as it seemed to me — deception 
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of the public. Aiu^yet, what else could be done? The Communist 
Party by itself could do nothing. And, though its Ajpte in the 
country was tiny, it femained true that itS influence in ‘the 
Labour Movement’ was powerful to a degree out of all mathe- 
matical *proportion to the vote. So that if, for example, the 
Communist Party and the Doi/y Worker started to slur the 
Labour Party there was a possibility — at least it looked that 
way at the time, since no one knew just how big the landslide 
was going to turn out to be — that this small, but highly organ- 
ized inteaior opposition might tip the scales. By hindsight it 
can probably be reckoned that nothing the Communist Party 
could have done would have tipped the scales. The Labour vote 
probably was in the bag. But that was not the way it could be 
4ien then. Wc thought it was nip and tuck. And .so we had to 
throw whatever weight we had to such men as Bevin who, 1 
was convinced, would, so soon as they had attained office, use 
their special position in ‘the Labour Movement’ of the world 
to upset the possibilities of sane relationship between Britain 
and Russia. 

‘I.eft understands Left’ was a good slogan — and like most 
good slogans was something between a vague aspiration and a 
downright lie. The ‘Left’ does not understand the ‘Left’ — and 
the whole history of the relations between the various branches 
of the ‘Labour Movements’ in Britain and on the continent dur- 
ing the first decades of the twentieth century proves it. Or, put 
in another way, the one sort of ‘Left’ understands the other swt 
of ‘Left’ so well that it fires from the hip on seeing just what sort 
of manoeuvre other comrades are up to. 

That is to say that either the ‘understanding’ is the under- 
standing which exists between one hardened tactician and 
another, or it is simply not there at all. And Mr Bevin, far more 
experienced than I in that kind of business, understood it; must 
have understood it, perfectly. He cannot at any moment have 
thought that to move Transport House into Downing Street 
would improve the, relations of Downing Street with the 
Kremlin. 

On the ccyitrary, as Mr Bevin demonstrated within a few 
months of the Latour victory at the election, he realized fully 
that one of the main functions of Labour in the immediate post- 
war situation was to carry out — as only Labour could — ^the 
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essential British policy of driving a wedge Jietween the USA 
and the fISSR. 

There was a moment when the cold war could, just possibly, 
have been averted. That was at Church House, Wes.tminster, 
in the very early spring of 1946. Senator Byrnes was Secretary 
of State, and as a man of the Roosevelt era he was for friendly 
relations with Russia. To the United Nations Council meeting 
in London was sent Senator Vandenberg — » Republican Senator 
who, when even partially sober, was among the most intelligent 
statesmen of the western world. He was there to demonstrate 
the bi-partisan nature of American policy. 

Mr Bevin at once understood that here and now was the 
moment to use the leverage of simply being Labour. A Tory 
Foreign Secretary might have sought to inaugurate the cold 
war without making much impact on the Washington Demo- 
crats. But if a Labour Foreign Secretary started to attack the 
Russians, what on earth was an American Secretary of State 
to do? Could he appear redder than the British Labour Party, 
which the Americans — ^as Bevin so well knew — assumed to be 
at least pink? He could not. Senator Vandenberg and Mr Bevin 
played the game perfectly. Here were a Republican and a British 
Labour leader, both agreed. And both agreed to lambast the 
Russians — the Devil, in fact Secretary of State Byrnes, newly 
established President Tiuman — none of them had a leg to stand 
on. The cold war bad begun. 

All. this was only dimly apparent to me during that 1945 
election campaign. Nevertheless, every time 1 found myself sug- 
gesting to the customers that they should trust Bevin and his 
associates to ‘cement’ the Anglo-Russian alliance, to move, in 
fact, a little closer to Russia and no closer than was quite 
necessary to the United States, I felt embarrassed, the way 
anyone feels when he is not quite sure that he has the wrong 
bottle of medicine, but is very far indeed from being sure that he 
has the right one. 

Bevin’s policy, as had been evident to anyone in San Francisco, 
was the inevitable one for Britain to follow. It was ^ssible for 
him to follow it more successfully than a Conserradve Foreign 
Minister could have done just because he was alleg<|dly of ‘the 
Left’. It is axiomatic, and the examples litter European and 
British politics over the past hundred years, that in a democracy 
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only the Left can afford to pursue a strictly Righdsh policy, if 
the Right did it, the Rigjjt would be hounded ^om*offi*e and in 
extreme cases hanged from lamp-posts. When the Left turns 
Right it is, for a considerable time at least, invulnerable. 

During the election, the customary comedy, to which, after 
many years in the Communist Party, I had become totally ac- 
customed, was played That is to say, the Communists supplied 
much organizational ability, brain, and ability to stand about 
in the rain all night if that was going to catch one more voter, 
and the L^our Party supplied statements to the effect that it 
had no need nor desire for the assistance of the Communists 
whose tenets it most seriously repudiated. 

Jfhere was one Greater London constituency, with which I 
happened to be closely in touch, in which the Labour candidate 
(and later Member of Parliament) was a paid-up member of the 
Communist Party, his agent was a Communist, the five people 
who worked iv, office were Communists, and the only people 
who distributed his ‘election literature’ were Communists too. 
He did, however, have some kind of side-kick who thought he 
was running the affair, whom 1 found lording it in the office 
one afternoon when I passed by, seeking for a word of informa- 
tion. 'Daily Worker 7’ said this sidc-kick, with the air of a man 
who is on top of the world and intends to be reasonably kind 
to people who are under it, ‘I’m afraid we can’t give any in- 
formation to you people. Transport House is being very strict 
about that.’ 

I thanked him kindly for his awfully decent attitude and went 
on my way wondering whether he was an ordinary dumb-bell, 
a piece of apparatus straight out of Herbert Morrison’s gym- 
nasium, or a super-stooge of the Communist Party. 

I recalled a London County Council election at the outset of 
which Mr Morrison had issued a directive to Labour Party agents 
throughout the area, warning of the dangers of Communist 
‘infiltration’. The danger, said the directive, was that the pesky 
Communists would come and offer almost any sort of help— 
they would offer to address envelopes, scrub the floors, all for 
the cause. Tw6 young men went to an election office in Stepney 
or Bethnal Green and said to the Labour agent they wished to 
offer their services. What, the agent wanted to know, did they 
propose to do? Could they speak, for instance, at street-comer 
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Meetings? They were shy, modest young metf and they said th<^ 
could nof do*any^ing like that, but they could address envelopes 
or even, in their enthusiasm, scrub floors. 

The agent was immediately suspicious. ‘Who exnctly,’ he 
asked, ‘are you?' 

‘We,‘ said the ingenuous young men, ‘are just members of the 
British working class.’ 

‘Get out of here,’ yelled the agent. ‘I thought you were Com- 
munists from the first, and now I know.’ 

So, in 1945, we watched that well-known figure ’’Fhe Middle 
Class Vote’, being wooed, seduced, and as near raped as a 
referable Labour politician thinks it politic to go in a matter 
of the kind. , ^ 

What troubled me was that we had aided and abetted. At 
the best we were going to be accessories before the fact — and 
1 had a sufficiently clear idea of what the fact was going to be 
to produce a vast sigh of relief when William Rust (who, I think, 
knew just as well as I did what was the matter) suggested a 
trip to the Balkans. 

Blue, red or grey, 1 love the Danube valley, and the Balkans 
are among my dearest homes-from-home. 

I told Patricia that we should have a wonderful time except 
that our boots would be stolen. She bought a fine,4>air of boots 
in Rome, and in Belgrade, on the very first evening, they were 
stolen. My position as an authonty on life behind the Iron 
Curuin — ^if it had ever been shaken — ^was by this episode happily 
restored. 
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The survivors 


T he thing a Yugoslav had to be at that time was a hero. 
Of course, there were genuine heroes, too; men axd 
women who, on a diet of nothing much beyond bread 
and faith, had performed miracles of endurance, courage and 
high cunning during the years of that awful war in the moun- 
tains You listened to their stories with humility and excitement 
— humility "'ce \ou felt sure that whereas they had gone 

right through that terrible alphabet of partisan warfare, you 
would have given up at F or G, or, giving your heart and nerve 
the benefit of the doubt, might possibly have struggled on to K. 
But there was always a point where you had to say to yourself, 
‘No, 1 couldn't have done that At that point 1 should have given 
up.' 1 have often felt the same way talking to people who were 
in the army in Burma, and sailors from the Arctic convoys. 
And it is exciting, too, because such achievements can be said 
to prove that man is capable of moving, under certain circum- 
stances, into a kind of fourth dimension — of breaking through 
and making nonsense of the supposedly final limits of what 
man can do. 

But when everyone else feels obligated to live up to the heroic 
standard, the result is debilitating to the livers-up and exhaust- 
ing to the spectator. It was inevitable that in Belgrade, for every 
genuine hero, there were ten incompetent bureaucrats who 
probably had been incompetent bureaucrats right through the 
war, but — on the gerferal ground that the Yugoslavs were a 
heroic people — ^felt that they were heroes too, a status which 
entirely excu^d their incompetence. 

A man loses your important telegram, or puts the wrong date 
on your travel permit, or reads you a thesis based on the wrong 
set of statistics, and is in no way ashamed of himself,^because 
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^is country has emerged triumphant from«a glorious struggle. 
It is an rmnbying aspect of group p^^hology, and can even be 
dangerous to the group concerned. History and tradition can be 
all very well, but they become a hazard when jiome oaf 
at the Home Office bungles his business with complacency be- 
cause somebody else brought lustre on him by fighting the 
Battle of Britain, and a man who ought to be working overtime 
in the Qty has no hesitation in playing golf instead because the 
Armada was defeated and he is a neo-Elizabethan. 

Even at that date no one could be in Belgrade ^d talk to 
people in the Government or (which at the moment was more 
ii^portant) the Political Police, without being more or less 
obscurely aware of the terrific tensions which later were to^be 
openly ffisclosed in the break between Tito and Stalin. It began to 
seem to me that for the correspondent of a Communist news- 
paper — and a correspondent with a long, long past into which, as 
one of them accidently disclosed to me, the Political Police were 
diligently digging — life in Belgrade was becoming altogether too 
complex and even, perhaps, dangerous. I wanted to go to Albania, 
but the Albanians — who were horribly suspect to the Yugoslavs 
— ^would not give an entry permit until the Yugoslavs had given 
a permit for exit to Albania. The Yugoslavs, it goes almost with- 
out saying, would not give their permit until the Albanians 
had given theirs. I told them they were all getting Americanized, 
which seemed to puzzle them, though it was no more than the 
truth. Some people have chaos, and some have organiza- 
tion. Only the Americans have both. We went instead to Monte- 
negro. The oldest man in Montenegro was in the plane too and 
nearly killed us. 

I forget just how old he was — ^well over a hundred, of course. 
He was, equally, of course, a peasant and had a farm on a moun- 
tain side in northern Montenegro. Some publicity man, busy on 
the campaign to get the peasants to deliver more food to the 
towns, had had the idea of inviting this aged man to Belgrade to 
see Marshal Tito. They brought him up by car, everyone said the 
usual things (the greybeard had a gnarled stick and was photo- 
graphed lunging with it at the Marshal to emphUsize a point), 
and now he was to have his first plane ride, to Podgoziza, nearest 
airfield to his mountain farm. The central gimmick of the affair 
was that the plane was to be slightly divoted so as to fly right 
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over his farm and ef^able him to see it from the air. He was muclf 
pleased and exdted. His^atter, as translated ^ m^bysan inter- 
preter, indicated that what he felt was that by having his place 
flown over by an aeroplane, and viewed by himself and fellow- 
passengers, the place would be expanded and glorified. He was 
particularly anxious that everyone should see a bam he had — 
something special, apparently, in the way of bams. When he 
occasionally stopped talking he had an ecstatic look, and seemed 
to be lauglung internally. Just wait, he seemed to be thinking, till 
these folks see my bam. 

The accompan)dng publicity man had a map with the farm 
clearly marked, and consulted repeatedly with the pilot. Not 
tljut the farm was very diflicult to identify because it was the 
only human structure on that vast and, at the moment, snow- 
covered mountain side. 

Now we were there, right above it. ‘Look, look,’ shouted the 
publicity m.'n. That's your place down there ’ The old, old man 
gazed down. He saw what you would expect to see, from the 
air, some farm buildings with snow on the roof. But it was 
not what he had expected to see. He took one look, and another, 
half-shutting his eyes so as to be sure. In a harsh voice he said, 
‘Again. Go over it again.’ The publicity man and the pilot 
obliged. We circled, and went over it again. This time the 
ancient was absolutely sure. He turned on the publicity man 
with the look of a peasant whom somebody is trying to swindle 
out of a pig. 

‘That?’ he shouted. ‘You’re dying to tell me that's my place? 
I’ve lived there all my life and you think I don’t know what it 
looks like? It doesn’t look anything like that.’ 

You could see that at that moment of insult to his place — 
his fine place which they were trying to tell him was this small 
smudge of unrecognizable patches on the mountain side — ^he felt 
himself confronted and outraged by the embodiment of all the 
city-slickeriness of the world, them and their aeroplanes. He 
snatched the gnarled Stick and struck out at the publicity man, 
and then he fought his way to the cockpit, hell-bent to belabour 
the pilot, to(/ 

The pilot, possibly himself a peasant by upbringing, thought 
quickly and well. He gave the plane such a twist and a jerk that 
before the gnarled stick could land on the pilot, the oldest man 



ISO CROSSING THE LINE 

•in Montenegro had lost balance, fallen, stnidc his head on a seat 
just insole the c^abin, and was carriedfOut of the plane at Pod* 
goriza still unconscious. 

From Podgoriza to Cetinje we had one of those mountainous 
jeep drives which are physically wonderful but emotionally 
distracting and destructive. We had a fake hero from Belgrade, 
a wizened Russian who had to pretend to have been a hero 
because the Yugoslav did — though the Russian was really only 
interested in wholesale prices of wine, which he was either 
importing or exporting on behalf of some Soviet V\^ine Trust — 
and a Swiss who angered everyone by being excessively well- 
eejuipped without seeming to think there was anything excessive 
about it. 

When it came on to rain he asked me why I did not put on 
my screen-wiper spectacles. I looked at him —he had seemed a 
pleasant enough young man up till then — and saw he had spec- 
tacles with little wipers, working away, back and forth and 
back and forth, keeping his vision clear. They were attached to 
some little battery worn in the lapel. What with the Americans 
and their hearing-aids, and now this Swiss with his glass-wipers, 
I became moody and resentful, and asked that nice, plump, 
harmless Swiss, in an offensive manner, how long it would 
before he could dispense with himself altogether*and wire to- 
gether some eyes, teeth and other organs to be powered by 
electricity, without need of human intervention. 

Fortunately, since he took electric spectacle-wipers for granted 
as a necessary part of human equipment, he assumed I was 
joking. He thought my wipers had probably been stolen in Bel- 
grade. He was sympathetic. For how could a spectacled man 
hope to get about at all without that device? 1 said I had man- 
aged for about thirty-five years, and hopied to be able to blink 
my way through to the distant end of the vale of tears. For a 
moment all their hostilities were forgotten in a consensus that 
what they had here was a reactionary, an obscurantist. I was 
happy to have them stop quarrelling for a moment, even though 
the stoppage was occasioned only by a unified hostility to my- 
self. " 

All the way to Cetinje people were edging towards fighting 
words — they wanted, respectively, to say that Stalin, Tito, 
William^ Tell and Magna Carta were sons of bitches, and had 
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such words been «poken presumably we should all have hid 
to jump out on to the^alf-frozen roadside and fight ^uels. But 
Cetinje met us before we got that far. 

For njy moQey, Cetinje is one of the nicest little towns in 
Europe. 

Before we started for Montenegro, the only thing I could re- 
member about it was that, at an early age, I had read somewhere 
that the King (the last King as it turned out) of Montenegro 
smoked 250 cigarettes a day. Until fai into my teens that man 
representid to me Debauch. I was excited to be visiting the scene 
of his exploits. 

Before we started, I had carefully looked up Cetinje in 
an out-of-date edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica in a Bel- 
grade library. It mentioned ‘a very successful girl’s school 
founded and endowed by the Tsaritsa Marie’ and a road de- 
scribed as ‘a triumph of engineering’. Other good roads, said 
the Encyclopff^dia, ‘give access to the richest parts of the interior. 
There is, however, little trade, though mineral waters are 
manufactured’ 

By the time we got there, the triumphs of engineering had 
succumbed to still later triumphs — the bridges on the roads 
had been blown up by the Germans, the Italians, and the Parti- 
sans. There were no longer any ’rich parts’ of the interior, and 
there was not just ‘little trade’, there was none at all. Nor, 
so far as I could find, were mineral waters still manufactured. 

And yet that strange little town was a European history book. 
The majority of the buildings were mean, although another 
thing that the Encyclopaedia had said was true. It referred to 
‘a fortified monastery which was founded in 1478 but so often 
burned and rebuilt as to seem quite modem’. 

But at the heart of the place there was a square or plaza 
surrounded by buildings which, by early twentieth-century 
standards, were not dnly neat but gaudy. These were the Lega- 
tions set up, in the days when Montenegro was supposed to 
be a ‘key-point’ in European diplomacy and strategy, by the 
jostling Empires — the Russians, the Germans, the British, the 
Austrians and, above all, the Italians. Hardly anyone now re- 
members the savagery of those intrigues — intrigues in which 
people would blow children to shreds with bombs for the pur- 
pose of persuading ‘world opinion’ that someone else had done 



iS2 CROSSfkC THE UNE 

ic, and should be punished accordingly. What may De called 
‘the Sar^evd technique’ was first worj^ed out in Montenegro, 
and you can nearly smell the blood on ue flom’s of those pretty 
little palaces. 

When I was there, one of them had been turned into a school 
for small children, another into a technical school, and a third 
— ^the former British Legation, I think — ^into an hotel where the 
Montenegrin Cabinet (to the great convenience of the visiting 
journalist) took its meals en pension at noon and evening, in- 
commoded only by the presence of a former high-ranfang officer 
of the resistance who had been accused of betraying to the 
Italians the presence of a partisan arms-ship in the Gulf of 
Cattaro. This officer, who may have been innocent or guiljv 
— ^how could it be told? — used to sit in the corner of the room 
while the rest of us were at dinner, endlessly twiddling the radio. 
Once, I asked him why? He said that he thought that if he kept 
on twiddling, sooner or later he would pick up a dispatch saying 
that the ship in question had never been blown up at all, and 
then he would be happy and in the clear. 

Since the episode had occurred two years previously, one 
could not feel optimistic on his behalf. And in fact, before we 
left a week or two later, he hanged himself. 

The event, however, cast no deep shadow on the table. It 
was thought — ^the hanging — to be the kind of thing that might 
happen to anyone., 

1 have never known a set of Cabinet Ministers I liked so well 
as those of Montenegro. The Minister for Agriculture was a 
bird-watcher, but claimed that the best birds to watch were 
just across the Albanian frontier. Armed to the teeth we used 
to drive off across that forbidden frontier, a marsh full of huge, 
highly-coloured birds, and watch them. Once, after some horns 
of bird-observation, we drank a considerable amount of liquor 
in an Albanian pub. A man — Albanian or otherwise — spoke 
disrespectfully. The Minister pulled out a revolver and fired it 
four times into the rafters. I imagined that later on some com- 
ment would be made on the episode. It was never mentioned. 
Life, one could see, was being taken in its stride. 

The Chief of Police who — I believe — ^was recently shot for 
some reason or other, looked like everyone’s idea of an Irishman. 
His hair stood up on all sides of his head, he wore a belted mack- 
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intosh, and carried, ^rain or shine, an umbrella which was neithe# 
quite open nor quite s^ut. When drunk, he^woiUld ^ugh at 
Stalin. 

The Minister* of Transport was a different cup of tea 
altogether — ^very young, very romantic. And if anyone suggested 
that life is not romantic he had an answer to that, which con- 
sisted in telling you the story of his marriage. 

He, before the German invasion, had been on a visit to 
Belgrade, and had gone to hear the singing in the Cathedral. The 
soloist sanf. She was beautiful. He, from quite a long distance 
off, fell madly in love with her. He made enquiries. Who was 
she? She was a girl from Dallas, Texas, who had, in some Texan 
ojppetition, won a scholarship for music study in Europe, and 
had chosen to work it out in Yugoslavia. 

He found out that much, and then the Germans came. The 
young man joined the partisans. So, unknown to him, did the 
young Texan g: One day they were crawling up opposite sides 
of a hill in Croatia, each believing that there were still Germans 
lurking there, and that at the top they would have to fire, when 
one of them saw the Texan he had last seen singing in Belgrade 
Cathedral, and the other saw this fine-looking Montenegrin. 

They would have married immediately, had it not been for an 
order of Tito which forbade marriage among male and female 
partisans. The practice, it seems, had led to laxity. 

But, the war over, they married, and there they were, very 
happy and very busy. Among the things that kept him busy — 
and personally I would put this at about G in the alphabet of 
how much you can stand — ^was the fact that he was supposed to 
arrange for the repair of all the bridges in Montenegro, but did 
not have any nails. Nobody in Montenegro had any nails. He 
had to arrange for the manufacture of wooden nails, and hold 
his bridges together with those. 

In the meantime his wife, a beautiful girl who looked as 
though, instead of clambering up and down mountain sides 
shooting Germans, she had left Dallas the day before on the 
trans-oceanic plane, had started a music school and a children's 
theatre. She sang, too, on the Cetinje radio. 

We went to see a play produced by the children of her 
theatre. None was above die age of twelve, and since they had 
chosen the play themselves, it was of a gruesome character. 
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^Slood and guts poured from the entrails of tdngs on to the small 
stage. The'aud^nce, composed large;|ly of children who had 
failed to get into the act, shrieked and pointed and whistled 
continuously. There's Maria,’ they cried as Medea, J.ady Mac- 
beth, or whoever it was in the big long wig, tried to make her 
speech. This was a special performance for me, the Swiss, the 
Russian and Patricia who, in order to get a visa, was acting as 
an occasional correspondent of the Australian Consolidated Press. 

After Act II had been drowned out in the noise, the producer 
in person bounded on to the stage. For eleven years*'old, he was 
the fiercest little producer I have ever seen. He said, ‘You hooli- 
gans! You wretches! You betrayers of your country and of 
world culture ! Do you not realize that owing to the wonder^ of 
modern technique and the electric telegraph, within a few hours 
your anti-cultural behaviour will be known to the general public 
not only of Britain, of Switzerland and the ever-glorious USSR, 
but also of Australia?’ 

After that you could hear a pin drop. 

It rained most of the time, so I spent most of the time in the 
palace of the former King. The drawing-room looked like a min- 
iatme Euston station — there were models of all types of loco- 
motive set out on tables. The King had liked to play with them. 
The library, which had been my objective, was also difficult to 
disentangle, because it had been left just the way it had been in 
the old King’s (fay. Thus, books on America were books on 
America, and I found the Last of the Mohicans jostling four 
volumes of the Congressional Record for 1908. 

What with the ex-King’s puffer-trains and the children’s 
theatre it was tempting to settle down in Montenegro for good. 
The Minister for Agriculture actually did offer me some kind of 
job. In view of the later political upheavals it was no doubt 
fortunate, as a matter of personal survival, that I turned it down 
and allowed duty to call us to Sofia, in a train with broken 
windows, full of sheep-skinned peasants and poultry and flurries 
of snow. 

At two o’clock on an icy morning, the central sution at Sofia 
seemed like an uncomfortable end of the world. Bugs bit like 
stinging hornets, lice surged from the floor, much of it covered 
by sleeping peasants. There was no sign of any transport to the 
centre of the town. Nobodv present, it seemed, could sneak anv- 
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thing but Bulgariaii. I got very weary of bending over snooziii| 
men in woolly caps an^jabbering at them in (lerman nntil th^r 
shook their heads and dropped off to sleep again. 

Then ]latrida>said. There are three men in felt hats. They look 
like our last hope.* I approached the group who. by the mere 
fact of wearing hats, achieved an almost cosmopolitan appear* 
ance. 1 tried German : no dice. French : total incomprehension. 
English ; shaking of hats. Despairing and feeling a little mad, I 
addressed them in Spanish. Their eyes lit up. They understood, 
and replied in what was certainly intelligible as a form of 
Spanish — ^though a very strange form. 

Volubly, their olive-coloured hands flying and fluttering, their 
^rk eyes dancing, they gave us all needed information, volun- 
teered to telephone for a taxi-cab. While we waited for it, I 
remarked that it was rather odd to find Spaniards here. They 
explained. They were not Spaniards but, one of them said, *Our 
family used to \%c in Spain before they moved to Turkey. Now 
we are moving to Bulgaria * 

Thinking that perhaps they had been ‘displaced’ from Spain by 
the upheaval of the civil war, I asked how long it had been since 
their family lived there. He said it was approximately five 
hundred years. I did some quick reckoning and realized that 
their move had been made under the pressure not of Generalis- 
simo Franco, but of Ferdinand and Isabella. They were the 
descendants of the Marrano Jews — ^Jews who had, in the cen- 
turies before Ferdinand and Isabella, renounced Judaism for 
Christianity, hoping thus to live and prosper in Spain. It had 
done them no good. They were routed out by the Inquisition 
and expelled just like those who had never bothered to get con- 
verted. But their language remained a kind of Spanish Yiddish. 
He spoke of these events as though they had occurred a couple 
of years ago. How long, after all, sub specie aeternitatis is five 
hundred years? They planned to live now by selling sewing 
machines. 

A man from Mars*landing anywhere in the Balkans at that 
time could have been excused for reporting back to his planet 
that a fightiifjg war between Russia and the western powers was 
probable next week, and certain within a month. There in 
Bulgaria could be seen clearly enough the pattern of problems 
which have plagued Europe ever since. 



xs6 CROSSING THE ^NB 

^ The western powers, and their anti-ComnAmist political allies 
in the opuniry, ^nsidered, naturally eeiough, that their princi- 
pal propaganda objective must be to prevent anti-Cbnununists or 
waverers from booming resigned, from losing the* hope of 
change. Put like that, the policy sounded like a platitude. 

But what in practice it meant, and had to mean, was that the 
western powers and their internal allies had to devote themselves 
to maintaining, by all available means, a state of maximum 
political and emotional tension. There was only one^ way to do 
that — ^namely by creating in the public mind the impression that 
a new war was imminent, that any day now ‘liberating’ forces 
from the west would turn up and turn the situation on its head. 
That, like it or not, was the only means the western policy- 
strategists could see of gaining and holding the attention of 
masses of semi-literate people whose attention was going other- 
wise to be occupied entirely by the Red Army. 

As a result, almost everywhere you went in Bulgaria you met 
people who absolutely believed that within a few days or weeks 
the British or the Americans were going to ‘advance’ — or drop 
tens of thousands of parachutists from the skies. (Quite often, in 
the country districts, whole villages would be convinced not 
simply that it was going to happen soon but that it had hap- 
pened already — everyone had met a man who had met a man 
who had actually seen British tanks or American artillery or 
something of the kind on the road a few miles away.) 

Given the western objectives, it may have been the only 
possible policy, but on two counts it did not work out very well 
for them. On the one hand, since the parachutists, tanks, or 
atomic missiles never did turn up, precisely that mood of cyni- 
cism and defeatism among the anti-Communists which the 
policy was designed to avert, in fact, was deepened. And on the 
other hand, these western manoeuvres, rumour-mongerings and 
other machinations provided the Russians and the Bulgarian 
Conununists with a ready-made Devil : it was a Devil you see, or 
at an3n’ate hear running about the country, and his presence 
excused everything from political oppression to economic 
hardship. 

Also, as always happens, a lot of people became, as it were, 
the prisoners of their own propaganda. I met British and Ameri- 
can diplomats and military men in Sofia who, in a strange. 
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hallucinated way, wally did seem to believe that war was due t* 
break out any minute, ^any of them seerae<^ to Atffy from a 
kind of hysteria of anti-Russianism which, whatever its origins, 
certainly^impaiced their political judgment. 

I had often noticed before, and in the Balkans the fact was 
particularly striking, that the supposedly superior judgment of 
‘the man on the spot' is a myth, and often a dangerous one at 
that. Particularly in England the idea of ‘leaving things to the 
man on the spot’ is popular and appealing. There comes a certain 
type of crftis, and in next to no time the Man on the Spot mate- 
rializes before the public mind as a model of knowledge, imder- 
standing, common sense and practical activity, in sharpest 
contrast to the ignorant and woolly-headed pundits of West- 
minster and Downing Street. 

In reality, as often as not you find that the man on the spot 
has spent dinnertime and half the night absorbing the lies poured 
into his ear Iv. come half-crazed local adventurer with the gift 
of the gab, and is also itching all over his mind because the night 
before he was held up somewhere by a Russian patrol and 
turned out of his car and made late for an appointment and the 
bastards haven’t apologized yet. 

The Russians, of course, could afford, just then, to be a lot 
less hysterical than the westerners — ^they were on top, and 
keeping relatively calm. Years later, their actions in Hungary 
seemed to prove, among other things, that when things are going 
badly for them they are no more immune to hysteria than 
anyone else. 

Even then, in the relative security of Sofia, the atmosphere of 
Russian diplomatic and military quarters was sufficiently electric 
and suspicious — ^reproducing, as we know by hindsight, the sus- 
picions and awful tensions of Moscow under Stalin. 

About a quarter of my whole time in Sofia was spent trying 
to arrange an interview with Georgi Dimitrov who. while 1 was 
there, made his triumphal return from Moscow to his native 
Bulgaria. The difiiculttes could hardly have been greater if I had 
been trying to arrange to assassinate him — or rather, the diffi- 
culties were^ere because it was pretty well taken for granted 
that any outsider who wanted to see a man of such eminence in 
the apparatus of world Communism might quite likely be 
intending to assassinate him. 
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( Nothing prods and stimulates one’s time-sense more healthily 
than the^^iiiizat|pn that some figure, i^me name which was a 
household word and played a major role in your own thinking 
and living for years, means precisely nothing to almoft anyone 
more than about fifteen years younger than oneself. It is that 
way, I suppose, with Dimitrov. 

In the blackness of 1933, with Hitler triumphant in Germany, 
the heroic figure of Dimitrov at the Reichstag Fire trial was a 
signal rocket, seeming to tell the world that the blackness had 
not after all triumphed wholly and for ever. He was the first 
man to show the dictators that, however big they were, a man 
with an idea could still take the stuffing out of them. Dimitrov, 
in fact, symbolized not only the struggle against Fascism, byt 
the struggle of the thoughtful and the civilized against the Phil- 
istines. Millions of people who were not Communists, millions, 
even, of anti-Communists were inspired and rallied by him. 

At last, just as I thought I should have to leave Sofia without 
seeing him, 1 got a message — it was late in the evening — that he 
would see me. When? ‘Now, at once. The car is waiting.’ This 
sudden rush, after weeks of delay, was of course part of ‘secu- 
rity’. There was a lot more of it before we actually saw him. In 
one car we dashed, zig-zagging confusingly half across the city. 
Then we changed to another car, and dashed zig-zagging and 
twisting through the streets in another direction. Suddenly we 
were in what seefned to be a cul-de-sac, with waste land on one 
side and a high wall on the other. Apparently the guard seated 
beside our driver had been a little slow in giving whatever signal 
he was supposed to give as we drew up. Fom wiry little gun- 
men with black overcoats and white, furious faces jumped at 
the car like terriers, their guns covering us. There was a minute 
or two of tense, angry palaver before we were led from the car 
and through a gate which opened just long enough lor us to 
pass. We crossed a dim garden, a door opened as briefly as the 
gate, and were were blinking in the brilliant light of an entrance 
hall which, in its furnishings and decoration, looked like an 
elaborate stage set for an Edwardian period piece. 

A room upstairs, a library, where we waited f‘>r Dimitrov, 
continued the same rather disconcerting Edwardian motif. Then 
Dimitrov himself appeared. I do not know just what I had 
expected. 1 must have seen thousands of photographs of him. 
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Yet, perhaps because none of them were coloured, none had* 
prepared me for the sight of a figure which no| me/bly^d not 
in any way clash with the 'period' atmosphere but actually 
enhanced jt. It was as though we were paying a social call on 
some baronial crony of Edward VII in, say, Nice or Hamburg in 
the year 1906. 1 was even under the impression, for a moment, 
that Dimitrov was wearing a frock coat. His face was astonish- 
ingly pink and white, and of a texture and patina which sug- 
gested a waxwork. His moustache, carefully waxed, and extend- 
ing an inclf or more on either side of his upper lip, looked as 
though he had affixed it in the dressing-room a moment before 
making his entrance. His gait and his bow were courtly, his 
smile a perfect blend of interest, welcome and restrained dignity. 
It would have seemed more natural to address him as 'Excel- 
lency than as ‘Comrade’. 

When I had said that I wanted to ‘see’ Dimitrov, I had meant 
just that. Fo’'ir >1 interviews, for publication, with very pro- 
minent figures are, to my mind, almost invariably futile. Indeed, 
so far as the content of such interviews is concerned, the tech- 
nique of posting the man a list of questions and waiting for him 
to answer in writing is more rewarding I did not flatter myself 
that we should sit chatting intimately with Dimitrov about the 
Kremlin or war and peace. 

I should have thought it even less likely had 1 known at the^ 
time just how thin was the ice he was skating on. Nor, so far as 
can be judged, did he. For in the couise of this first encounter, 
he spoke favourably, even enthusiastically, of the possibilities 
of a Balkan Federation, a Soviet Socialist Balkan Union extend- 
ing from the Adriatic to the Black Sea, and composed of Yugo- 
slavia, Bulgaria and Rumania. For Bulgaria’s most famous Com- 
munist leader to adumbrate such a plan seemed natural enough. 
Yet in fact the scheme was packed with political dynamite — ^for 
in Stalin’s eyes, as later transpired, the whole idea was seen as 
a Machiavellian manoeuvre of Marshal Tito, directed towards 
his own aggrandizement, and anyone who favoured the concep- 
tion was automatically suspect of conspiring with the Marshal 
— still, of course, ostensibly on excellent terms with the Russian 
Communists — ^against the Kremlin. 

The interview proper lasted about an hour and a quarter, but 
that was only the b^inning. When that part was over, and 
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I Dimitrov had retired, I sat— as had been agreed in advance — ^in 
the libiiary'and wrote my sheaves of notes into a coherent ‘fair 
copy'. The interview itself had been conducted in German. My 
story was in English. Then a secretary came and translated the 
whole story into German — ^the only language we had in common 
— ^and took it away for Dimitrov to examine and revise. We left, 
being informed that I should be notified when to return and 
receive the revised version. 

During the ensuing week, I visited Dimitrov either three or 
four times, I forget which, and at each meeting the same process 
was repeated and the interview, under this cautious mangling, 
grew duller and duller. I noticed, without at the time in the least 
appreciating the significance of the fact, that the Balkan Federa- 
tion, which at first had bulked large, had by the end almost 
evaporated in a small cloud of generalizations. 

Just before the final version was completed, Dimitrov made a 
public speech which said, almost verbatim, everything that was 
by then contained in my ‘exclusive’ interview. I felt how right 1 
had been not to expect anything more than just to ‘see’ 
Dimitrov. 

Journalistically, 1 suppose, a not very rewarding experience. 
All the same, I would sacrifice a lot of ‘successful’ interviews in 
favour of the total of four or five hours spent with that polite, 
Edwardian figure, offering a glass of cherry brandy as he scan- 
ned, on each successive visit, the translated text of our latest 
version. 

He had the air, at such times, of a rather grand Oxford tutor 
from the Beerbohm period. And behind him, as he sat smiling 
gently beneath the huge chandelier, his hand extended occasion- 
ally to a red velvet bell-pull to summon a secretary, you saw the 
figure of the man who, alone in the dock at Leipzig, had turned 
the all-powerful Goering from accuser to accused — ‘You are 
very much afraid of my questions, are you not, Herr Reichs- 
minister?’ — ^had sent up those signal rockets in the dark, had, 
in fact, put under Hitler’s arrogant' foot the first and 
ultimately catastrophic banana-skin. 

However, that was of no comfort to the people, in the office 
at home, and the trip in general was proving of little value to 
them. This was partly because it had begun to seem to me that 
almost anything (me could write which was not the sort of stuff 
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that could have been knocked together out of Communist bul- 
letins available in Londoif was off the line, unppblisRabfe. 

I determined to leave for Rumania before London had a 
chance to^end dhe of its peremptory telegrams of recall. 

We crossed the wide grey Danube at Rustchuk, and landed on 
Rumanian soil — blissfully far, it seemed, from London, on the 
threshold of a country which had always loomed fabulously 
strange in my imagination. 

As we walked up the quay in the crowd of peasants, gypsies, 
and soldiers from Rumania and European Russia and Asia, a 
clipped, authoritative voice at my shoulder said, in a tone that 
seemed to be warning me against any attempt to deny the state- 
mqfix, ‘You are Cockbum Three.' 

For a moment I had all the sensations of being caught out 
walking through the stieets of Berkhamsted without my school 
cap, or cutting cricket. 

Beside me a a man in the uniform of a British Major. But 
to me, he was a prefect, the head, in fact, of my House, and one 
with an inexorable will to keep up the tone of the school. He 
was keen on everything and wanted others to be, too. He had 
lett when I still had two distant cousins at the school, both 
senior to me, so that he knew me only as Cockburn Three. (The 
substitution of ‘Thrt e' for ‘Minimus* had been a proclamation of 
our school's modernity.) 

He was now Military Attachd at the British Legation in 
Bucharest. 

Still quivering somewhat, wishing I had at least shaved moie 
carefully, and hoping — a futile hope — that I did not reek of the 
spirits some convivial soldiers had shared with me on the ferry, 
I followed him to the official car which he indicated. There was 
immediately a nasty altercation, nearly, it appeared, a brawl. 
The Rumanian Ministry of Propaganda had also sent a car to 
meet us, anxious that we should not be ‘got at' at the very first 
moment by the British, with whom relations were at the time 
particularly bad. The Cegation had had a similar idea about the 
Rumanian Ministry. 

Looking mbre like a prefect than ever, tk* Major cowed the 
opposition party and we drove to Bucharest in his car, talking 
about a House Rugby match in which I had once scored ‘a very 
useful goal'. He also, very courteously, told Patricia that^ though 

C.t.L.-r“L 
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cricket had not been really my game, I twice got into the House 
long-rtfn team.( 'And,' he said, ‘he three times won the Essay 
Prize.’ It was good of him. He felt, obviously, that though her 
husband might not be much to write homd about now, she 
ought to know of these achievements in his past and give him 
due credit for them, oif-setting his disgraceful opinions. 

It was quite a long drive to Bucharest, and I had hoped that 
we might be able to complete a general review of our old 
school’s football status, then and now, and get me b''ought up to 
date on news of how the House had been doing in the present 
season, in time for me to get some news and views on the .situa- 
tion in Rumania. 

There was not much time, and the Major’s news and vi-ws 
seemed to throw light rather on himself than on Rumania. He 
had reached his present position by a curious route. About the 
beginning of the war he had been in the Sudan, and had there 
applied himself to the study of Russian, on the ground that 
Britain would soon be at war with Russia, and a man who knew 
Russian would be in line for interesting work with our invading 
forces as they advanced on Baku. Things, as will be recalled, 
turned out differently, but his studies had not been in vain 
because they sent him to Russia anyway, on liaison work with 
our allies. His experiences in Moscow, and later here in Bucha- 
rest, had convinced him that the Russian and Rumanian authori- 
ties were unmitigated scoundrels, that there ought, if at all 
possible, to be a war with Russia, and that the Rumanian rdgime 
was likely to collapse very soon under the pressure of public 
opinion. The whole situation was nasty, and the Jews were 
responsible for it. 

I could, of course, hardly expect that members of the British 
Legation would talk freely to the correspondent of a Communist 
newspaper. Nevertheless, it did seem to me that what had been, 
in effect, a Russian putsch to establish a pro-Communist Govern- 
ment in power, and their own helplessness in the face of events 
which they regarded as both disappointing and disastrous, had 
produced in them a sort of blindness, together with an inability 
to say or even think anything new about the situation, as though 
shock had brought on a painful stutter. 

I found irksome, too, their almost sadistic pleasure in every 
item o* information showing what a mess things were in — oil 
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wells going to pot under ‘workers’ control’, the hajvest ruinedf 
by drought and peasant 'bpposition to the Govtrnment.*A mess 
was what the Rumanian economy and political situations were 
certainly "in. (It* was, 1 believe, a fact that when Vyshinsky 
dashed to Bucharest to dictate his orders to the King and esta- 
blish a regime based on Communism, there were only a few 
thousand Communists in the whole country, the whole of the 
Central Committee was in jail, and of these, when they were 
released, a ^hird or more had to be clapped behind the bars again 
because a quick look at the police archives showed that they had 
been receiving police pay as informers.) Still, if the oil wells 
were ruined and the harvest, too, it was the Rumanian people at 
la^c who were going to suffer. And the wastage of the earth’s 
natural resources is a melancholy sight at any time. 

The state of chaos in industiy and finance was such that one 
went about the streets in a continual statement of amazement at 
the fact that hit was carried on at all, that people survived. 

Anyone who has reached the age of forty-live or thereabouts 
without being maimed, financially ruined, blown up, tortured to 
madness, or hanged, must, I opine, feel a general (though often 
unavowable) sympathy with other members of what may be 
termed ‘the Abb^ Sieyes Group’ —people who, when asked like 
Sieyfcs, what did you do in the great war and revolution, are able 
to reply with modest confidence that they ‘survived it’. 

For many years, allowing my attention to wander from the 
successful people who have an apartment on the twentieth floor, 
and the failures who jumped out of it, I have brooded on the 
survivors — people who, according to the laws of probability, 
should be dead or in jail, and are not. What, just for example, in 
Faster Week 1916 were the chances of survival for Eamonn de 
Valera? Would anyone have backed them with any serious 
money ? Certainly not. That wild-eyed fanatic was a gone coon 
if ever there was one. Yet he is still Prime Minister of Ireland. It 
is a disturbing phenomenon for those who think it wrong to 
back anything but an olids-on favourite. 

It is, of course, hard to nominate anyone for membership of 
the Sieyes Gfoup because, before your nomination can get 
printed, it is more than possible that a news dispatch from here 
or there will carry the sad intelligence that your man has died 
suddenly of Leftism, Rightism, or occupational ulcer. 
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' However^ 1 will take this chance and nominate for the Siey^ 
Hall of^^ame DnPetru Groza who, whAi 1 knew him, was Prime 
Minister of Rumania and is — unless something has happened* — 
at this moment still a powerful figure in Rumknian f»olitics. As 
I recall, when I started writing this, he was the Speaker — or 
words to that effect — of the Rumanian Parliament. 

‘Bravo!’ was the first word 1 heard Dr Groza speak. It was 
uttered in praise of an Italian dress which my wife had bought, 
en route to Bucharest, and was wearing at what, < up to that 
point, had been a solemn kind of diplomatic reception. Groza 
made no kind of secret of the fact that he was prepared to throw 
all the Ambassadors of the world out of the reception line in 
favour of a pretty woman in a new Italian dress. And ‘Brav‘»!’ 
was the last word I heard from him — uttered in praise of my 
statement that after a week-end at his country home in what 
Philip Jordan used to call ‘the heart of the Dracula country’, I 
had no trace of hangover. 

Far away in the nineteen-thirties, Groza was the youngest 
Cabinet Minister in Rumania. He was also among the four or 
five largest landowners in that country, and a director of be- 
tween forty and fifty industrial companies. To be in that 
position in Rumania does not, one would think, foster idealism 
It can even produce a certain earthiness. And It is a fact that 
Groza bought his clothes in London, and hired a boxing profes- 
sional and a tennis professional from Berlin to keep him in form 

One day, during a Cabinet meeting, Groza slammed his port- 
folio together and said, ‘Gentlemen, I resign. I am leaving this 
Sodom and Gomorrah of Bucharest for my estate in Transyl- 
vania. I shall not recross the Carpathians until things are very 
different.’ 

Everyone in Bucharest naturally thought it was a stunt. In 
fact Groza did go to his estate in Transylvania and did not 
recross the Carpathians for seventeen years. After seventeen 
years he recrossed them twice — ^the first time to be jailed as an 
anti-Hitlerite, the second to be installed as Prime Minister with 
the blessing of the late Vyshinsky. 

When I met him he was somewhere in the late sixties, and had 
spent the morning of the day I first visited him running round 
the park for a mile or so, playing tennis, and then knocking 
down ^ man who was trying to assassinate him in the foyer of 
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the Athene Hotel. He seemed preoccupied. After the usual chat, 
about world peace and Ae future of this and that, I found our- 
selves on sufficiently good terms to enquire iJlrhat was on his 
mind. 1 explained that I much enjoyed talking with him, but did 
not want to disturb him if he were engaged in matters of State. 
He disclosed that he was trying to work out a means of playing 
a rather malign practical joke on an American Senator — a 
special envoy of President Truman, and publisher of, I think, the 
St Louis Courier-Journal, who was coming to check up on the 
state of wSstishness and eastishness in the Balkans. 

It was a project — ^the joke, I mean — in which I felt able to 
offer some small assistance. 

After several further conversations, he invited us to spend the 
wtek-cnd with him in Transylvania. We were all to go up to- 
gether in his special train. In case anyone should be again 
lurking to assassinate him the special train left from a suburban 
station, outside Bucharest. The security arrangements were so 
complete that all tne food for the journey was sent to another 
subuiban station. We faced a journey through the night and the 
mountains with no provender other than a huge supply of hock 
which, foitunately, had been put aboard before the security 
people got busy. 

Groza spoke perfect German and good French of a lather 
Teutonic kind. But his mind was restless, and somewhere to- 
wards three in the morning, as the little train — loaded only with 
ourselves and a horde of armed guards who kept tramping 
through the restaurant car fingering thcii pistols — snaked 
through the high mountains, he declaied that the only language 
in which to conduct a serious discussion of life was Latin. 

1 had not spoken Latin for years, and always badly. To 
attempt to do so in the middle of the night after a five-hour diet 
of good hock was an exhausting experience. Groza, to my 
dismay, spoke it fluently. 

His house in the mountains was a handsome place in the old 
Austrian style. The first thing my wife and 1 saw in our bedroom 
as we sought to relax after that extenuating night trip was a big 
printed notice in Rumanian, German, French and Fnglish. It said 
that guests were forbidden to smoke except in ‘the Moorish 
lounge’, that drinking except at meals was forbidden, that at the 
sound of the first gong before lunch or dinner everyone must 
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assemble jn the central hall, and at the spund of the second 
gong proceed to the dining-room. Anyone, said the notice, who 
failed to get intd*the central hall before the sound of the second 
gong would be excluded from the dining-room and get nothing 
to eat. 

I lay on my back, smoking a cigar up the chimney like a mid- 
Victorian visiting his aunt. 

The first gong went and we went down to lunch — all the 
guests were assembled under the eye of Madame Groza. The 
second gong went, and nothing happened for half aVi hour. At 
the end of that time Gro/a appeared, .smoking a cigar, sipping a 
glass of vodka and enquiring why nobody else was smoking or 
drinking. 

‘Why,’ I asked him when, after a day or two in that comfoit- 
able house, I knew him a little better, ‘why pul up these terrify- 
ing rules which nobody keeps or seems even supposed to keep?’ 

‘Because,’ said he, ‘in Rumania unless we at least look as 
though we had some sort of rules people behave absolutely no- 
how. One must preserve at least the appearance of an ordered 
life.’ 

On the shelves of his study were as many as forty or perhaps 
fifty small diaries, bound identically in limp red leather. He had 
filled in a page or half-page every day of his life since he was ten 
years old. The first entry concerned his first visit, at that age, to 
London, with a pote to the effect that the bus fare from Water- 
loo to somewhere in the City was two-pence. Much later there 
was a half-page devoted to his first meeting with Adolf Hitler. 

‘But all those seventeen years,' I said, ‘after you left the 
Cabinet and sat down on this side of the Carpathians? What did 
you do all the time?’ 

T cultivated my estates,’ Groza said, ‘I made a comparative 
study of the various religious and political beliefs of the world. 

‘And,’ he paused to fill me another glass of vodka, ‘above all, I 
learned to think dialectically.’ 


* As this book goes to press comes the news tliat Dr Groza 
— z Siey&s man to the last — has died a peaceful and natural 
death. 



II 

Emergency exit 

O UR house began to seem lonely — with the end of the 
I war people were passing through and passing on to 
somewhere else. 

On Christmas Day that year they were still there, but not 
there like solid people who arc going to be there next Chr'stmas, 
but people on their way. Which, certainly, is the way people 
should be. 

Otto Katz- -or whom 1 have spoken before came. He was 
on his way back from Mexico and going to Prague, where, after 
a spell as a foreign adviser to the Government, he was hanged. 
Egon Erwin Kisch came, also from Mexico, and also on his way 
to Prague where he was going to be Mayor, a’^d soon die. 

Alice Astor came, but she was already almost on her way to 
the United States. She suffered from the reputation of being the 
fourth or fifth richest woman in the world, and had been 
married by Prince Obolensky, and Hugo von HofFmansthal and 
others, and strenuously wooed by the Communist Party. 

She was a woman of a sad kind of charm, and a child of mis- 
fortune. She had a big house in Regents Park, and somewhere 
during the war period she had guilt — or someone told her she 
ought to have guilt — for living in that great big house when the 
fight for freedom was on. 

So she found a little garage at the bottom of the driveway, and 
converted that into a tiny house — a living-room and bedroom 
and not much else except bathroom and lavatory. No kitchen. 

So that when you went to dine there that winter, with the 
snow pouring down, the white (in the sense of anti-red) Russian 
butler and three maids had to run through the snow down the 
drive from the big house, bearing dishes full of the splendid 
foods cooked by the internationally-famous white (in the same 
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, sense) Russian chef. They, with the snow i)ielting on their Hair, 
would looV at Alice with deepest sympathy — she was a victim 
of British austef/ity. And she would fook at them in the same 
way — they too were its victims. She had the deepest sympathy 
for everyone — so deep that I sometimes thought it overwhelmed 
her. It paralysed the possibility of action. 

Once she rang me up and told me that everything was getting 
a little bit too much, and she would like to come and discuss 
the whole situation. 1 asked her to dinner. ‘But quietly,’ she said. 
"Very quietly,' 1 said. 

What with one thing and another, it did not turn out so quiet, 
because at a cocktail party on the way to the little Soho restau- 
rant 1 had chosen for our quiet talk we had accumulated half a 
dozen friends, one of whom was — during the course of the meal 
— struck over the head with an only partially empty bottle of 
wine by a diner at another tabic, and now lay on the floor, his 
blood mingling with the vile Algerian wine. 

1 apologized to Alice. ‘Not,’ I said, ‘I’m afraid, quite the quiet 
talk we had in mind. All my fault.’ 

‘Oh, but it’s all right,’ said Alice ‘It’s quite all right. It makes 
me feel at home. It’s so like New York.’ 

It was a true remark, but one of those which suggest that the 
remarker’s sense of place and time is a little out of this world. 
Such sense does not bring them happiness and success. Such 
people, like the philosopher in the poem, are apt to be found to 
have ‘pursued truth like a beagle, but they ran so much faster, 
they sprinted right past her.’ 

I was not in the least surprised to read in the newspaper some 
time back that Alice’s lawyer, after his last visit to her — visit, 
that is, by a high-powered man veiy much from within this world 
— ^had left her will, worth so-and-so many million, on a seat in 
the New York underground train. It was the kind of thing that 
was almost bound to happen to Alice — almost as though her 
endearing spirit and qualities had reached out from some instant 
between earth and heaven and told that lawyer that to lose a 
multi-million will was all right; so like dear New York. 

Hans Kahle was there. He had been when I first knew him, 
a refugee journalist in Paris. But before that he liad been an 
officer in the Hanoverian Guard, or some Regiment of equal 
prominence, so that when the Spanish war broke out he had 
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been able to quit I^ris and come down to Spain to be a militaiy 
man again, and a divisional commander of the 4nt^ational 
Brigade. 

He a map with that mixture of sourness, panache, hardly 
conceivable courage and sentimental despair which is associa- 
ted with the best sort of Prussian. I had met him for the first time 
at about midnight of the night in the suburbs of Madrid when the 
International Brigade first went into action from somewhere in 
University City. He had under his command about twenty Hun- 
garians, sBme of whom had come across Europe hanging on to 
the rods and buffers of the international expresses, a company 
or so of German refugees from Paris, and a mixed bag of heroic 
odds and sods from nobody knew quite where — ^nor were they 
T^ry anxious to explain. 

After the Republican defeat, and his escape to England, he 
was, as I recall, shipped off to Canada as a German, which he 
certainly was When I last saw him, he was on his way back to 
Germany, wheie he became Police Chief of Mecklenburg, in East 
Germany, a post he retained until he died of occupational ulcer. 

Alan Hutt and his wife were there. He was a man to whom 
you had to talk fast and funny to be as fast and funny. He is, I 
have been told by everyone I have spoken to who knows any- 
thing about such matters, the greatest English expert on typo- 
graphy and layout after Morison of The Times. 

The William Rusts came, of course Rust was, I should reckon, 
among one of the half dozen liveliest, supplest and toughest 
Englishmen I have ever known. He came from the area of the 
Elephant and Castle and was as English as that implies. And like 
the real cockney and the real Lancashire man, he seemed — 
though he spent a part of his life in Moscow and another part in 
Spain — nearer to the type of Englishman who puzzled and often 
frightened Europeans in the eighteenth century than many of 
those who feel that they have been born too late and that the 
eighteenth century would have suited their talents better than 
our own does. He was a character who could have walked 
through the world of Brecht's Threepenny Opera with success: 
with the probability that he would have imposed his ideas, poli- 
cies and human wishes upon a lot of people before they decided 
that he was too dangerous to have around and put him away. 

Even his clothes warned you to be careful — ^he wore well-cut. 
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conservative suits. His unrevealing, square, plumpish face was 
almost equally misleading. So, too, was a certain pleasure he 
took in fjoking hft short nose into corners of society which to 
him — as a proletarian Marxist from near the Elephant — had a 
gamey reek, and might, in their decay, yield soniething useful to 
the political buccaneer. You could put it in another way and say 
that he had a streak of snobbery. Probably that would be true. 
But snobbery — the real, basic snobbery of Voltaire and Marcel 
Proust — is only an accentuated awareness of the gradations of 
society, a form, in other words, of class consciousness. To the 
class-conscious millionaire, an ex-miner like Khrushchev has a 
special interest, not simply as a big man in the Kremlin but 
because he is a proletarian. To the class-conscious proletarian, a 
millionaire is interesting just because he is a millionaire. Only 
the insensitive, the unaware, arc not alive to these interests. The 
rest are out with their butterfly nets scooping in the specimens. 
Rust's butterfly net was never inactive, though he felt the need 
to justify his hobby by explaining that it was all for the good of 
the cause. Which, oddly enough, it very often was. 1 have seen 
him take a hostile Tory Peer for a political ride which made the 
giant dipper look tame. 

He had the humility of the truly assured. When he first came 
to the Daily Worker he had. and he knew it, a reputation — so 
far as writing was concerned — as one of the dreariest and most 
arid of the Cominternists. On his first day in the office, as Editor, 
he called me into his cubbyhole and said, 'Look. This is what I 
want to say.' He showed me a couple of sheets of his writing. 
‘It's stiff and it stinks. Could you see if you can do anything 
with it? I mean.' he said, with a cock of the eye and eyebrow 
which conveyed both an appeal, if you chose to answer it, and 
an announcement that if you didn’t so choose you could stuff it 
up and he would get by without your help, damn your eyes, ‘if 
you could put it the way people will read it.' 

He used to look at his notes and my treatment day after day 
as carefully as a good girl in a cookery school. And one day, 
when I watched him through a door he did not know was half- 
open, 1 saw him writing away with the touching expression of 
the child who at last has learned just how the m'anufacturers 
make the toiOfee so that it does not stick to the dish. 

He died of high blood pressure at a meeting of the top-level 
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committee of the Communist party And, short of dying 11^ 
battle, which he might ^ave preferred. I dare say thtit— had one 
ever suggested to him that excessive blood prAsure enfendered 
by a difference .of policy was what would lay him low— he 
would have said, with sincerity, that that wouldn't been a bad 
way, either 

Numbers of the new Laboui M P s used to come to our house 
at that time, and they increased my sense of isolation, of being, 
somehow, in the wrong place and needing to move on to some- 
where else* These, being foi the most part members of the left 
wing of the Labour Party, were people whom the Daily Wot her 
and the Communist Party had, in degrees varying fiom the very 
small to the decisive, helped to elect Talking, and sometimes 
lurking, with them, I was awaie of a lack of sympathy on my 
own pait which positively startled me 

It was easy enough, of course, to hnd reasons superficially 
<;atisfying to oneself, as, for instance, that some were grossly on 
the make, others insufferably (onceitecl, and others moie pusil- 
lanimous than anyone has a right to be 
1 lecall a remarkable occasion, and one which was sufficiently 
typical, when one of the innumerable 'revolts’ m the Parliamen- 
tary Labour Party was m progress These 'resolts', usually 
against some phase or other of Bcvin's foicign policy, occurred 
about once eveiy couple of months, and followed a scarcely 
varying pattern from the moment when the optimists declared 
that this time it was serious, and Be\m would have to mend his 
ways, to the laiei moment when the whole thing faded away, 
leaving Bevin and his policy unshaken and unchanged 
On the occasion I speak of no less than fifty — I think it was 
moie like eighty — I abour M P s had put then names to a resolu- 
tion, highly critical of Bcvin, which was to be debated at the 
regular ‘secret’ weekly meeting of the Party 
Since, this time, they had not merely gone about the lobbies 
talking of mutiny, but actually signed something in black and 
white, even my hard-learned scepticism softened This time 
something really was going to happen I hung about, waiting for 
the meeting to be over and the stoiy of it to ‘leak’ — which it 
normally dicl about fifteen minutes after the secret session was 
over 

To my naive astonishment, it transpired that not eighty, not 
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^fifty, not twenty or ten of the bold ‘rebels’ had voted against 
Bevin in favour of their own resolution. The number of such 
voters had been three. 

I tackled a number of the un-rebellious rebels in ,the lobby 
and asked them how come? Their answers were singularly 
revealing of the way such matters are really conducted. One of 
them said that in the course of the long discussion his feet had 
got hot and swelled. He had been in pain, and had left the room 
to remove his shoes for a few minutes and let his feet simmer 
down. ‘And would you believe it,’ he said, ‘when I |ot back in 
there, the vote had just been taken?’ 

Two of them said that, after all, the voting on a resolution 
was unimportant — ^the debate itself, they said was the import- 
ant thing, and they assured me that Bevin had been 'visibly 
impressed’. 

Another had a more ingenious explanation of his failure to 
vote. ‘It was obvious,’ said he, ‘that even if a large number of 
us voted for the resolution we should still be in a minority. And 
that would be an encouragement to Bevin. But if nobody voted 
for the resolution, or even abstained, in fact if we all voted for 
it, Bevin would have no clue to the true size of the rebellion, 
and that would frighten him.’ 

Rendered somewhat dizzy by this line of reasoning, I tried to 
envisage the consequences of its application to political 
struggles in general. 

It was the kind of episode which constantly occurred, and to 
watch such events and write about them was naturally frustrat- 
ing. But gradually I began to have to admit to myself that my 
lack of sympathy with the Labour men was not so straight- 
forwardly political as I had pretended to myself. In any case, 
evidently, it was foolish to object to Labour legislators on the 
ground that they did not act like Communists. But I began to 
realize that what 1 found increasingly unsympathetic was not 
merely Labour but the atmosphere of English life in general — 
and that, as 1 came more slowly to understand, included the 
‘climate’ of the British Communist Party and the Daily Worker. 

People have asked me repeatedly — and the questions are 
natural in a period when the fact of Communism and everyone’s 
relation to it are the central features of the world’s political, 
social and intellectual life — ^how precisely 1 came to move into 
t 
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the Communist Parfy ami how precisely I came to move out of it? 
Numbers of friendly re^ewers dealing with tl\p first v#lume of 
this autobiography mildly complained that it did not answer the 
first part^f the question. That surprised me, because I had sup- 
posed that the whole book, all the way from nursery to the 
Spanish war, was, in fact, an answer. 

A difficulty is that, with many examples before them, people 
are accustomed to expect something abrupt, sensational and 
Pauline in^the way of a conversion — some explosion on the 
road to Damascus capable of explaining so drastic a decision. 
Things do, certainly, quite often happen that way. 1 can only 
say that in my case nothing of that sort occurred, and it would 
bf misleading even to suggest that it did. And I am forced to 
give the same sort of answei, highly unsatisfactory to many 
people, and to some both offensive and suspect, to the second 
half of the question too. I daresay if 1 had been at the Daily 
Worker at the uiur of the Russian attack on Hungary that kind 
of 'explosion* would have occurred, and I should have quit in a 
blaze of disgust. It would be agreeable, but also dishonest, to 
state categorically that such would have been the case. It would 
be a respectable thing to assert. But no one can with honesty 
assert just what they would have done in circumstances which 
never arose. I can imagine, as a theoretical possibility, that — 
just as, at the time of the Communist change of line at the begin- 
ning of the war, a principal factor influencing my decision to 
stay with the paper was a perhaps overdeveloped sei iSe of 
loyalty, and distaste for leaving the outfit when it is under fc»-e— 
so, even under the pressure of events in Hungary, I might have 
taken the same kind of decision. I think not, but there is no way 
of knowing. 

As things were in reality, there was no more of an explosion 
on the way out than on the way in. It was a gradual process, 
involving countless factois which were by no means all ‘poli- 
tical* in the strict sense of the word. 

It would, again, be* respectable to pretend now that 1 was 
already alert to and horrified by the proceedings of the Stalin 
regime in Russia. There would be an eleni^ nt of truth in that, 
but not the whole truth. The fact was that like innumerable non- 
Russian Communists — and it is an important Sact to keep in 
mind — I was sheathed, so to speak, against indignatioy and dis- 
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'gust regarding many atrocious events in Ru^ia, by two suits of 
protectif.e clothkig. The first was the Tact that during a great 
part of my life I had listened to anti-Communists telling the 
wildest lies about Communism and Communi:$ts, and on occa- 
sion had even seen the lies being manufactured. The result was 
that even when they told the truth one almost instinctively 
rejected it — certainly one treated it with a scepticism tougher 
than one would bring into play on other issues. 

Almost exactly the same thing happened, during the early 
years of the Nazi regime in Germany, to people who had been 
pacifists during or soon after the first world war. From books 
and pamphlets by leading Socialist publicists like Arthur Pon- 
sonby, they had learned a lot about the seamy side of wartiiye 
propaganda. They had discovered that a good many of the most 
hair-raising ‘atrocities’ supposed to have been committed by the 
German troops in their advance through Belgium had never 
happened. They discovered that the story of the Germans boiling 
down the corpses of soldiers to make soap or other fats — a story 
beautifully calculated to horrify British people, always easily 
disgusted by the picture of the ruthless scientist outraging decent 
humanity — had, in point of fact, been invented for the purpose 
of horrifying the Chinese and arousing their anti-German 
sentiments. 

The people most affected by such revelations were, naturally, 
those who during the war itself had taken such propaganda at 
its face value and now felt that they had for years been the 
victims of a confidence trick. The result was that, having once 
believed too much, they now believed too little. They thought 
the stories of Nazi atrocities were inventions, too. 

The other protective suit was of a different material and tex- 
ture. It was woven principally of two beliefs. One was the belief 
that after all, on balance, the Soviet regime was, so to speak, on 
the side of the angels — that is to say that despite many devia- 
tions and shortcomings its mere existence was an asset to the 
oppressed of the earth, a challenge and a tlireat to the oppressors. 
In my view, and in the view, obviously, of millions of people 
from India to South Africa to the Southern States of the USA, 
there was a most obvious truth in that. But out of that belief 
grew a second article of faith which was more dangerous — ^the 
convictitjn that, in such circumstances, actions which would be 
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violently condemn^ if performed by any other r^gme must bl 
quite differently assessW when performed bj^ the Goternment 
of the USSR. 

Anyorffe can See and say that that is a dangerous attitude. But 
to recognize it as such does not solve the dilemma of— in par- 
ticular — the western intellectual looking for peace, progress and 
the fall of the Bastille. For, the moment he accuses the Russian 
Communists of some hideous malpractice, he finds himself to his 
horror in jhe approving company of half the leading ruffians of 
the western world, people of whom he feels certain that, given 
half a chance, they would behave in the same way themselves. 
It is like advocating the abolition of capital punishment and 
Ijping patted enthusiastically on the back bj. the bloody hand of 
a man who has just murdered a child. 

The dilemma is real. It is part of the moie geneial one des- 
cribed by Jean-Paul Sartre- ‘If the Communists are right, I am 
the loneliest madnnn alive If they arc wrong, there is no hope 
for the world.’ Ceitainly that is not a comprehensive account of 
the true situation — noi, 1 suppose, did Same mean it to be But 
It is a true account of a common and not disti editable state of 
mind. 

So far as my strictly political ‘doubts’ about the Communists 
were concerned, tl^cy were concentrated less upon whatever evil 
the Communists might be performing than upon the good which 
they seemed, at so many points, unable to perform. 

At that time, certainly, one could attiibute this lack of per- 
formance to the aftermath of war. Nevertheless, after vn wing 
the chaos of Rumania, the comparative stagnation of Bulgaria, 
and, above all, the and desert of East Germany, the doubts 
nagged at me. Very well, so it was true that these conditions 
were the direct result of war and revolution. But I, after innu- 
merable conversations with a wide diversity of people m all 
those territories, found myself afflicted with a painful uncer- 
tainty as to whether the classic Communist formulae for 
ultimately solving the* difficulties were really calculated to bring 
home, as they say, the bacon. 

Viewing the British scene, I found my dc»>bts more obtrusive. 
It is always disconcerting, after long immersion in a particular 
kind of activity, to come up for air one morning and wonder 
whether you and your fellow-workers are getting amjwhere at 
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fcll. We ran faster and faster, and seemed* to remain almost 
exactly in tlie sajne place. If Marx was^right in noting that the 
crucial thing is not simply to understand the world but to 
change it, we seemed to be changing very littlb. ■ 

For example, to descend from the general to the particular, the 
circulation of the Daily Worker at about this period was not 
merely not rising, but falling. Well, of course, that was very 
easily explained — ^it was due to the war ending and the conse- 
quent change of political atmosphere. It was an explanation, all 
right, like another. But was it an excuse? 

The size of Communist representation in Parliament, fluctua- 
ting at that time, so far as I recollect, between one and two, 
could also be fully explained: the voters almost everywher^e 
were certain the Communist candidate could not win the seat, 
so to avoid wasting their suffrages they gave them to the Labour 
candidate instead. A very truthful account of the position. But 
just what made the voters so certain that the most sensational 
victory the Communist was likely to achieve was the saving of 
his deposit? Worse still, what made the voters’ prognostications 
98 per cent, right? 

Newspaper propaganda designed to reach ‘the masses’ is a 
strident affair, and in political propaganda of that kind you have 
to keep telling people that you are winning. They may not, after 
a look at the forjn book, believe it, but at least they are sup- 
posed to believe that you believe it. But it becomes irksome to 
be endlessly proclaiming the imminence of victories which do 
not, in fact, occur. You find yourself annoyingly reminded of 
the old Sam Goldwynism — the one about the time, during the 
depression, when some banker in New York rang him up in 
Hollywood and asked, ‘How’s business?’ ‘It’s wonderful,’ 
shouted Sam, ‘it’s tremendous, it’s impressive, it’s colossal — ^but 
it’s picking up.’ 

It would have taken a powerful microscope to detect just 
where our business was picking up, and powerful microscopes 
of that kind were in demand among many of the leadership and 
rank and file alike. Others preferred the telescope through 
which you could see Chiang Kai-shek being routed, and the 
Chinese Communists sweeping that mighty country. To some 
this brought immediate solace. But when you took your eye 
from th^, telescope and looked, say, at the results of a County 
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Council election in Britain, the change in the view.could give ’ 
you a painful headache. 

A more personal feature of this depressing scene was my 
growing (fonvictfon that, although some British Communists 
were doubtless proving immensely effective somewhere, my own 
effectiveness was sinking towards zero. Often I experienced that 
nightmare of the publicist in which he finds himself condemned 
to shout exhortations, warnings, funny jokes, and alarming dis- 
closures down a telephone line with nobody at the other end of 
it. They have put down their receivers and gone to the pictures 
or a meeting of the Labour Party. 

It was clear to me that if the circulation of the paper was 
faliing, or at least was failing to rise, the fault must be to a quite 
large extent mine. I was the most experienced writer there, 1 
often wrote more of the paper than anyone else, and both before 
and during the war my writing had admittedly been effective, 
had had an inipa^i— occasionally a major impact 1 had a fairly 
clear idea of the nature of the fault. Just the same qualities, it 
seemed to me, which had made me an enthusiastic and effective 
commentator during, say, the period of hunger marches and 
anti-Fascist brawls and riots in London, Pans and Marseilles; the 
period of the Spanish war; the electrically sultry period of 
Hitler’s advance from Munich to the war; the period of the war 
itself — these qualities and dispositions appeared in some way to 
unfit me for what were called 'the tasks of reconstruction'. For 
the first time in my life I realized what people mean when they 
use the term 'maladjustment'. Hitheito I had supposed it was 
something that only happened to other people. 

It is all very well to recognize a fault, but it is not rcall> much 
use when you recognize at the same time that it is a fault which 
it is now far too late to correct. I used to leflect that had I, for 
example, in years gone by, taken more trouble to study and 
steep myself in the history and essential character of the British 
Labour movement, had I exerted myself more vigorously to 
comprehend the British character, 1 should be better adjusted to 
the situation. But there was no time to start doing all that now. 

I was thus in the unpleasing position of a an who has volun- 
teered to help drive a car over rough roads and now finds that 
he has forgotten how to change gear and rather susf)ects that the 
car has taken a wrong turning anyway. 
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> More personal reasons, too, played a rdle in bringing me — 
some t»me‘ abo^t the late summer of 1946 — ^to the point of, for 
the first time, seriously considering a move. 

Patricia — ^it was a few months before our second sai was bom 
— was even more aware of, and oppressed by, a sense of futility 
and boredom than I was. She had always been more clear-headed 
than I about many aspects of the situation. She did not, to the 
full extent, share my propensity — often useful — for treating 
action as an end in itself; for acting, in fact, wi^out asking 
ultimate questions; for taking hasty decisions and then behaving 
as though the decision to follow this course or that had been the 
product of the most careful weighing of pros and cons. She was 
therefore more irked than 1 by the unanswered questions v^th 
which my political path was littered. And she resented more than 
1 did all kinds of evasion and double-talk — every occasion upon 
which, after some impending possibility had been denounced 
as disastrous for weeks before it happened, it was suddenly 
'proved' to be a boon-laden victory after it had occurred. 

I had been in Paris attending some conference or other of 
Foreign Ministers, and she had gone for a short holiday at her 
parents’ house in Ireland. On the evening of our mutual return 
to London I told her suddenly — I had never even hinted at it 
before — ^that I was thinking about the possibility of dropping 
everything and starting an entirely new life. I had expected her 
to be startled. Instead she coolly remarked that she had noticed 
for months that for me the savour had gone out of things, and 
that as for her she had reached the same conclusion, but had not 
liked to mention it. 

‘The only thing is,' she remarked, ‘what exactly would we use 
for money?’ 

It was undoubtedly a ticklish problem. The pay at the Daily 
Worker was still small, though, in contrast to the sort of thing 
that had happened in my early days there, it came regularly 
week by week. But it was possible to supplement it considerably 
by writing for Communist newspapers abroad— notably in 
Poland and the Balkans. Also I could, very occasionally and 
under a plethora of pseudonyms, sell an aiticle or short story to 
a non-political magazine, though my American outlets, which 
had been veiy profitable in the pre-war years when a known 
Commynist could still sell to non-Communist publications in the 
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USA, had clogged dj) at the beginning of the war and never re- 
opened Patnaa had a sniall allowance from hej fatfier *1 have 
forgotten what precisely our average income, including my 
earnings a*d Patricia’s allowance, amounted to at the time— I 
suppose about £600 or £700 a year, which would be reduced to 
somewhere between £200 and £300 if I quitted the paper and 
left London 

Purthermore, after years of more or less strenuous and some 
what specia^zed political journalism, 1 knew that it would take 
some time to develop, as it were, new muscles 

We had, naturally, almost nobody with whom we could dis 
cuss the position Of course the people at the paper would have 
felt^ quite sincerely, that the only proper course was for me 
immediately to go to them with my doubts and problems so 
that a ‘full and frank discussion’ might be held It would have 
been the correct Communist way of doing things Fquallv sin- 
cerely, I felt ‘h it would achieve nothing useful whatever, and 
must inevitably pioduce exasperation and suspicion on all sides 
I could not see myself successfully explaining the nuances of 
my attitude in acceptable terms The nuances so important to 
myself, would, like certain wines, ‘travel badly’ into strict 
Marxist territory The fact that I did feel that way was incid 
entally a prcxjf that despite all those years it the paper, 1 had 
not, after all, become a very good Communist I thought that 
the more I kept my ideas and purposes to myself the more I 
should be likely to save both myself and them a terribly lot of 
trouble It was therefore impossible to take counsel with ni ir* 
than one or two intimate and truly reliable friends 

Among them, it was Patrick Hamilton, the novelist anl play- 
wright, who, so far as I was concerned, did most to ease the 
strain (I should much dislike to saddle Mr I lamilton with any 
responsibility whatever for my own decisions and actions He 
had none — unless it is a responsibility to offer another min’s 
mind a convenient chair, so to speak, to sit down in while it 
thinks ) 

He had never been a Communist As a passionate anti Fascist, 
with a world reputation solidly based on t ' plays Rope and 
Gaslight, and such eenly wonderful novels as Hangover Square 
and The Slaves of Solitude, he was constantly* approached 
by what the Americans call ‘Front’ organizations Howeger, the 
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thought of joining anything made him shudder. The notion of 
just hfiving hit name listed as one df fifty vice-presidents of 
something, even though assured that he would never have to 
attend a committee or other meeting, brought on** a terrible 
attack of agoraphobia. I have heard many people described as 
‘shy’ — usually as an excuse for some sort of boorishness. 
Nobody, 1 used to think, knew what shyness could really be 
until he had met Patrick Hamilton. But in his case the word, so 
far from describing any kind of boorishness, indicated a sensi- 
tivity towards other human beings which for him frequently 
produced actual pain. 

1 believe when he was very young this sensitivity had been 
an almost continuously painful liability. With great deliberation 
he turned it into an asset. An American Army officer who had 
just read The Slaves oi Solitude, in which a principal character 
is an American Lieutenant stationed in England, once asked me 
how long Patrick had been attached to the American forces — he 
thought he must have been on some ‘cultural liaison’ work or 
other, and in the course of it acquired his knowledge of how 
such a man as his Lieutenant thought and acted. 1 knew Patrick 
had never had any such job, but 1 did ask him about the Lieuten- 
ant. He said he had ‘listened occasionally to American officers 
talking in bars in Henley’, and I should think that was the literal 
truth, just as some people can listen to a voice once and an hour 
latpr mimic it perfectly, so Hamilton could listen, without even 
seeming to listen, to a half-hour’s conversation going on at the 
other end of a bar and afterwards not only reproduce its content 
and cadences, but intuitively deduce from it the whole nature 
of the talkers. 

At one time, indeed, this extraordinary capacity got him into 
a ludicrous piece of trouble. Somebody who had read Hangover 
Square, and remarked on the perfect drawing of the Fascist-type 
villain of the piece, said that obviously at some time or another 
Hamilton must have been connected with a Fascist organization, 
or at least have gone about a lot with Fascists. The story spread. 
Its truth was taken for granted. And finally William Rust, who 
knew that I was a close friend of Hamilton, cross-questioned me 
sharply about this alleged background, supposing that Hamilton 
might be a *\:rypto-Fascist even now, skilfully milking me of 
Comnif'nist secrets. 
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EVen Rust, a mar^of suspicious mind in such matters, had to 
admit when he finally m|t Hamilton that the notion#was singu- 
larly laughable. It was like attributing crypto-FaScism totiharles 
Dickens, vdth whom— in his general attitude to life, society and 
'the masses —Hamilton had close affinities. Even his faults, 
including an occasional facetiousness of style and an inclination 
to the ‘pathetic fallacy —both of which 1 personally rather 
enjoy, but are faults none the loss — were, I believe, derived from 
Dickens. 

Our first \neeting, some time about the beginning of the war. 
had been agreeably farcical. Hamilton, who was moderately 
well-read in Marxism, and was always hoping to reconcile Marx 
— and the goings-on of Communist organizations— with his own 
nafive, warm-hearted and sometimes scnlimcnlal or romantic 
radicalism, had a brother-in-law who was a 1 iberal Member of 
Parliament, and he pestered this legislator with profound and 
awkward questions on matters not included in the ordinary 
M.P.'s curriculum. 1 he brother-in-law shook him off by introduc- 
ing him to the Communist M P , William Gallacher. 

Saying that the thing to do was for him lo meet Communist 
writing chaps like myself and Walter Holmes, Gallacher brought 
him down one day to the Daily Worker office in City Road 
Always panic-stricken at the eleventh hour by the prospect of 
any new human contact, and on this occasion additionally ter- 
rified by horrid visions of a couple of grim-minded pamphleteers, 
ever alert to chloroform and pierce with deadly pm anything 
looking like an intellectual butteifly, Hamilton — as he tuld me 
afterwards — actually considered deliberately falling off the tiam 
before it got to our office. Had his companion been anyone else, 
he could at least have insisted on dashing into the Fagle and 
knocking back three or lour double whiskies in readiness for 
the ordeal. But his guide was Gallacher, most prominent and 
ardent 'dry' at Westminster. He did not dare make the 
suggestion. 

At that time the whole staff of the paper, except the Editor, 
sat together in a large barn-like room which, to Hamilton's fear- 
inflamed eye, seemed the embodiment of riporous austerity. We 
too were embarrassed as Hamilton, his knees trembling, tottered 
across the room towards us. Gallacher's idea of an introduction 
was to say, ‘Well, there you are. All intellectuals together,' and 
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then stand back, smiling benevolently, and«waiting for us to get 
on with itt « 

Luciuly we fvere obviously busy at the time, apd I cut the 
embarrassing encounter short by suggesting, a meefing a few 
days hence. Shepherded by Gallacher, Hamilton tottered thank- 
fully out again, resolved, at that moment, to cancel our appoint- 
ment as soon as possible. He felt he had already had one narrow 
escape, and that his nerves would hardly stand a longer session, 
consisting probably of a discussion of the Novelist’s Duty to 
Dialectics or something of the kind, washed along ils course by 
draughts of tea. 

On the tram back to Westminster, Gallacher said meditatively 
in his powerful Scots accent, ‘You know, it’s a very funny thing 
about those two men, Cockburn and Holmes. They’re fine lads, 
fine writers. They’ve both of them given up a lot, a whole lot, 
for the sake of our paper, And yet, would you believe it now, 
they drink’ 

Patrick Hamilton let out a yelp of surprise, pleasure and relief, 
which Gallacher took for a very natural cry of disappointment 
and dismay. 

‘They do?’ said Hamilton, determined to get the thing stated 
without risk of misunderstanding. 

‘Like fishes,’ said Gallacher. 

In consequence, Hamilton gave up the idea of cancelling his 
appointment, and a few days later we sat for two hours in a 
public house near the office, being twice admonished by the 
woman behind the bar for laughing too loudly and disturbing 
the regular customers. 

Right through the war years we used to meet a couple of 
times a week, and now 1 found nothing more soothing and 
stimulating to do than to discuss with Hamilton the intellectual 
and political situation in which 1 found myself. Looking back, 1 
think I must have bored him a good deal — it is nearly impossible 
for people engaged in making decisions vastly important and 
exciting to themselves not to assume that, vividly and dramatic- 
ally presented, they must appear equally important and exciting 
to someone else. 

A supreme advantage of these conversations was the bearing 
they had on g major factor in the situation which was neither 
strictly political nor strictly personal — the, so to speak, literary 
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quKtion. The problems of writing ‘as such’— if one may be per-, 
mitted the expression — ^jjad always, in the various phases of my 
life, played a role at least as important as the promems of 
politics, ^Ithougji hitherto they had been inextricably twined 
together, almost indistinguishable one from the other. But now 
it seemed to me that 1 had come to the end of a literary as well 
as a political tether— though it was hard to tell whether political 
dissatisfaction had promoted dissatisfaction with my writing, 
and a sharp longing for new fields of writing, or whether it was 
the other ^ay round. 

Nearly a year had passed, and my second son, Andrew, was 
four or five months old, before Patricia and 1 made up our minds 
that, if we postponed the move until we had carpentered to- 
gether some assurance of future financial security, we should 
perish of economic paralysis in London. We decided to .ell the 
balance of the lease of our flat, which brought in a few hundred 
pounds, and take off for Ireland at the earliest practicable 
moment. 

There remained a vital tactical problem to be solved. I was 
naturally anxious not to do harm to my old friends and asso- 
ciates at the Daily Worker by making any kind of spectacular 
exit. It would, I thought, be unbearable to Lcromc the centre- 
piece of a press furore in which I should inevitably be treated as 
a kind of Kravchenko, dashing out from the Iron Curtain to 
write I Chose Freedom. Maybe I really was ‘choosing freedom’, 
but, in my case, that seemed no good reason for biting the old 
comrades. 

(I remarked once, a long time later, to Mr Osbert Lan« .ister, 
that it would be nice if he could help to persuade some of the 
Fleet Street chiefs that 1 was tired of having people expect that 
at any moment an I Chose Freedom was coming from me. Twirl- 
ing his moustache and rolling his eyes in his fascinating manner, 
he said, ‘But you might, you know, write an interesting little 
book called I Chose the Galway Blazers’) 

I have nothing much to hold against the people who spend 
twenty years or so in the Communist Party, and presently dash 
out, tearing hair and beating breasts, to tell the waiting world 
what a murderous brothel they have been living and working 
in all that time. They are entitled to do that, ^t as a man in 
Youghal, County Cork, said to me one day, when Douglas Hyde 
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or some other refugee from the salt-mines fame to address 'the 
populace, JJesus, Mr Cockbum, he w^s warning us all against 
CommtJnism which none of us ever thought of. And him, to hear 
him teU it, a member of that same organization for^ fifteen or 
twenty years or whatever the devil it was. Wouldn’t you think 
now, Mr Cockburn, he’d do better tell the story down in Prague 
or some place like that?’ 

I see no sense, from anyone’s viewpoint, in these — however 
sincerely felt — confessions. The brain-washed westerner who 
talks to the Chinese and Russians cuts very little* ice among 
people intelligent enough to pull any political weight. And the 
same is presumably true of people turning the other way round. 
If a man was fool enough to be fooled by a lot of fools whom he 
now declares to be fools, and finthermorc was fooled for yeSrs 
on end, should any intelligent person pay much attention to his 
testimony? 

In considering that kind of people, one is constantly reminded 
of the girl in Norfolk, Virginia, who was suing a man for alleged 
rape. The Judge said to her, ‘When did this rape occur?’ 

‘When did it occur, Judge?’ said she. ‘Why, hell, it was rape, 
rape, rape all summer long.’ 

The easiest way of avoiding that undesirably spectacular exit 
seemed to be to fall gravely ill of a diplomatic illness. When you 
are in reasonably good health, there is a certain charm in the 
process of selecting which illness you are going, diplomatically 
speaking, to have. In earlier days the whole business was, I 
imagine, easy. If the worst came to the worst you could say you 
had brain fever — that undefined disease which so often hurried 
mysteriously to save the plots of so many Victorian novels. 
With the advance of modern medical science the thing becomes 
more difficult. In my experience, modern medical specialists do 
not worry unduly if you die, but they feel uneasy if they cannot 
record in some detail what you died of. 

The more I studied possible diseases, the more difficult it 
became to find one which would really* fill the bill. For, the 
moment I made public the news of my ailment, a posse of high- 
powered Communist Party doctors would be rushed to my assist- 
ance. I might even be offered a trip to a rest-home in the Crimea. 
And even if they failed to discover that there was nothing 
seriously wron^;, in the end I should have to be cured, and per- 
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haps offered som# months of unexacting emplo3nnent — 
charge, perhaps, of the T^aily Worker library, with permission to 
write one article a week ateut Fascist Tito, o^Bcria, watchdog 
of the Ri^an {>eople. 

At this point a miracle occurred. I had (a strange thing for me) 
been sleeping badly, and used to take sleeping pills occasionally. 
One day I asked a friend of mine who, although not a doctor, 
was a distinguished chemist, whether he could recommend a 
pill which would induce sleep but would not, at the same time, 
give me an* agonizing stomach-ache at the moment of wakening. 

He enquired about the pills I had been using, enquired about 
the stomach-aches and said, ‘I will get you some pills, but what 
you have to do is to get in front of an X-ray What you have is 
a pretty severe stomach ulcer. The symptoms are unmistakable.* 

He explained about some ingredient in my pills which, ,f you 
happened to have stomach ulcer, touched it up and made you 
writhe. 

It seemed too good to be true, but my friend fixed up an 
emergency X-ray for me in some laboratory, and when we got 
the pictures there it was — a genuine, entirely undiplomatic 
ulcer. 

Just in case anyone thought this was a put-up job — which was 
of course exactly what everyone was going to think — I went to 
one of the big London hospitals and had another X-ray done 
there. The result was the same, and, this time, as it were, official 
The doctor who told me the news was quite surprised. Possibly 
he had never before had the experience of telling a man he had 
a bad ulcer and seeing the man beam with pleasure and t'lank 
him warmly for the information. 

In face of that neutral evidence, everyone agreed that a long 
rest was essential. I pointed out that as luck would have it 1 
knew of a place which was ideal for the purpose. 

In point of fact, Patricia, Alexander, and Andrew in his 
basket, had already flown to Ireland. The removals men had 
made preliminary arrangements for shifting as much of our 
furniture as had not been blown to bits in the house we had had 
before. And a few days later I was on the Fishgua 'd-Cork boat 
en route for the ancient town of Youghal, a town standing ^like 
the poet Cavafy in E. M. Forster’s description — *a^a slight angle 
to the universe*. 
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In a far country 

J UST once in a longish while you find you can write your- 
self an order for a pair of seven-league boots, and you travel 
inhumanly far in next to no time. It is only eight hours ^or 
thereabouts from Fishguard to Cork, but on the quay there 
in Cork I knew at once what kind of boots I had on. For what- 
ever a person feels about Ireland — likes it, loathes it, or it merely 
blurs on him — it is a long way from England in all directions. 
Here and there it is a little nearer to America, but is a long way 
from there, too. 

In the car to Youghal that day I re-lived the sensations of 
being seventeen and travelling for the first time across Central 
Europe. Not, evidently, that there is the slightest resemblance, 
physically or otherwise, between Ireland and Central Europe. It 
is simply the ‘other-ness’, the difference between this or that new 
sort of life and whatever rut you have somehow jerked yourself 
out of, which brightens the eye of the beholder. And you can be 
in a dull rut at seventeen as easily as at forty-five. 

There are people who deny that there is any essential differ- 
ence between being in one place and being in another. They are 
sincere. They use their seven-league boots without reference to 
geography. They, perhaps, need only to take their 'first look into 
Chapman's Homer' to travel far and fast. Myself, I have always 
found that geography helps. 

Long years before, I had been, so to speak, suspicious of 
Ireland. There had been times when !• had been inclined to 
believe that the whole place, except just as a physical entity, 
had been invented for the aid and comfort of philosophical 
reactionaries, of the Roman Catholic Church, of the enemies of 
dialectical materialism, of the mystical, of people equipped for 
the modern world with a wide range of all-purpose whimsies. 


i86 
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I had been in thft island only once before, about 1933 or 1934. 
and the experience thaugh stimulating had been (onfusing. It 
had not done much to assure me that Ireland was in the known 
world alkali. 

I had gone to Belfast to report for the Daily Worker on some 
situation which had arisen there, and after a couple of days it 
was Saturday and 1 had nothing to do before catching the early 
afternoon train to Dublin. I volunteered to go out with other 
members of the organization selling the Daily Worker in the 
street, (In those days a great part of the distribution of the paper 
was done by volunteers.) They gave me a bundle of papers and I 
wandered off, finding myself after a while in the dock area. 
There were numerous rugged-looking proletarians in sight, and 
Ae prospect of sales seemed good. Shouting my wares, 1 
approached a group of these workers, who. when the^ heard 
from afar what I was selling, turned to look at me with an 
interest which >*oused my keenest hopes. 

About ten seconds later. I was made fully aware that they 
were certainly interested in a man selling the Daily Worker and 
what they wanted to do with him was throw him into the 
nearest expanse of deep, dirty water. I had to run fast and, in 
avoiding the deep water into which those hairy Orangemen 
wanted to throw me, I was forced to jump into an expanse of 
shallow dirty water and splash my way across it while they 
stood on the slip, cursing and deriding 

When I got back to the organization’s headquarters I spoke 
with bitterness. The man in charge said, ‘1 suppose we \ ould 
have warned you. That's a tricky area for us, just ai the 
present time. You sec those fellows think Communists and 
people connected with the Worker are somehow agents of 
the Pope.* 

I took the train to Dublin, and got there that evening in time 
to attend a mass meeting of transport workers who were on 
strike, and their sympathizers. The meeting had been organized 
by the Communists, v^ho were supposed to be 'behind' the strike, 
too. The time of the strike happened to coincide with that of the 
Roman Catholic ‘Missions’, and the Roma- Cathclic population 
had heard many exhortations against and denunciations of the 
Communists. About half-way through the ijiceting it was 
attacked by a compact mob, some of whose members had their 
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faces masked with white scarves, and some oarried open razors. 
They were singing 'God Bless our Pope\ 

To my surprise, the stalwart transport workers dispersed 
almost without a struggle, just melted away. ,I found myself 
sheltering in a doorway with the secretary of the Communist 
Party. I complained. 'In London or Glasgow,’ 1 said, 'people 
would have fought back. Why have they run away?’ 

They’ve not run away at all,’ he said. 'This is Dublin, and 
that’s the military men going home to fetch their maps.’ 

He looked me over and saw that I was cai rying a copy of the 
Daily Worker. 'I wouldn’t display that carelessly just at the 
present time,’ he said. 'Most people around this area think any- 
one with a Daily Worker must be an agent of anti-Christ.’ 

His warning came too late. A passing member of the attacking 
forces had spotted the paper and run down the street to get 
reinforcements. He thought probably that we were two look-out 
men for a big gang of Reds in the building behind. We saw the 
main body coming just in time, separated, and ran for it. 1 ran 
a long way until I was sure there was no razor close behind me, 
and then decided to go to the Communist headquarters — it was, 
as I recall, over a bookshop— and get the full story of whatever 
had happened or was thought to be going to happen. 

I had been there talking and listening for but a few minutes 
when a man rushed in with the news that a huge mob bearing 
torches had formed in procession and was marching on the 
building. The same thing had happened once before, and the 
then Communist headquarters had been burned down. 

There were a dozen of us in the place now, and my com- 
panions started grimly to barricade doors and windows with 
heavy tables, cupboards and chairs. The building itself, it could 
be seen, was mainly constructed of wood, and my instinct was to 
say that in my view the thing to do was to drop all that and get 
out of there as fast as we could go. On the other hand, I was the 
only non-irishman present, and 1 could understand clearly 
enough, from the dedicated air of those arsund me, that to make 
such a suggestion would seem to them a low, materialistic, 
weaselly kind of thing to do — ^the sort of thing that might be 
expected from a non-Irish source. It would be a loss of face for 
Britain. So, feeling that perhaps after all the pattern of the 
universe contained a little bit somewhere where I was fried to a 
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crisp by Christian enthusiasts in a wooden house in Dublin,^ 
joined energetically in %he task of barricadin^one set cf pieces 
of wood with another set. Wood, wood, 1 kept thinking. Every- 
thing in^ght s6 combustible. 

We had a dry-rotted sofa wedged pretty firmly against a dry- 
rotted door, and there was plently of light for our work from 
the approaching torches, when a man came climbing through a 
side window from the roof of some shed or outhouse. 

He wa% a big man on the strike committee. More important 
still, from my viewpoint, was that he was a Scotsman with an 
Irish-sounding name, and I knew him well 

‘And what,’ said he, ‘are you doing?’ 

, My companions said that we were preparing to ‘sell our lives 
dearly*. 

‘Is the place,’ said this newcomer, ‘not insured?’ 

‘It is,’ said they. 

‘Then get ll ^ hell out,’ said he. ‘What in hell are we waiting 
for?’ 

And as we crept across the roofs at the back of the house in 
the fitful light of those torches I had occasion, not for the first 
time, to thank heaven for that state of mind which carto- 
graphers seek to define as Scotland 

Patricia, when I told it to her years later, much disliked that 
story, feeling that, since the Scots seemed to come out of it 
better than the Irish, I must have misunderstood what was hap- 
pening, got the facts wrong. In course of time she had, ce’lainly, 
abated my suspicions of her country. She, alter all, was 1 long 
way from being a whimsical philosophical reactionary. And in 
any case it was now, paradoxically, just that ‘other-ness’ of 
Ireland, that fact of it standing at ‘a slight angle to the universe’, 
which jolted and stimulated the mind. The question whether one 
was ‘in favour of or ‘approved’ this or that aspect of Irish life 
and activity did not arise at all. The point was that, right or 
wrong, wise or silly, these things were not running along in the 
ruts of British or Aiherican or European life. I felt what I had 
felt talking with my Chinese friend m San Francisco ^here was 
a place where nothing was ‘of course’. 

We came into Youghal, running along beside the ocean 
where the thrust of the Blackwater’s current fights the Atlantic 
tide. Here on the left, we had two neat new textile factories. 
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(jlaimed to be the most up-tOKiate boxes of* machinery in the 
entire is^ancf, supervised technically byilmported experts from 
Lancashire. A few hundred yards up the road behind them are a 
wishing-well and a magic tree where, surreptitiously, some 
people still hang rags torn from their clothes as they did before 
the Christians superseded the Druids. Some few hundred yards 
farther up the same road is the site where, in Ireland’s last war 
with England, three men of the Irish Republican Army let oft a 
land mine under the first truck of a British column. They had 
information that the truck was full of ammunition, but at the 
last moment there had been a switch and some boys belonging 
to the band were blown up instead. 

At this end of town were the hotels, some with spacious 
names like ‘Pacific’ and ‘Marine’, and one called, with scrupulous 
honesty, ‘Railway View’. It recalled a lime when you could any 
day see an ocean, and a big river full of salmon and bass, and 
distant mountains, but to look straight out of the bedroom or 
dining-room and see a railway station was a worthwhile 
experience. 

After that, the road narrowed to where the real Youghal lay, 
longitudinally squeezed, between the river and the hill; a beauti- 
ful, gnarled town where history smells as strong as blood. 

It took us six weeks to find a house for ourselves, and more 
than two months to have it made habitable. For, as is natural in 
a country which has'lived in a state of colonialism for centuries, 
there is a shortage of small country houses; everything seems 
either too big, with hundreds of acres of land, or too small. And 
for equally historical reasons many, many houses are derelict 
People got poorer and poorer, or emigrated, leaving the house 
to very poor relations, who could not afford to do otherwise 
than let the roof cave in above them. 

The house we found, on a hillside a mile and a half from the 
town, had once been the summer residence of the Mayors of 
Youghal. Why, with so small a town around them, they needed 
a summer residence at all is not exactly known. It is supposed 
that in hot sumihers the open sewers and gutters stank and were 
deemed unhealthy. At other seasons, the house and its courtyard 
were used for the collection of tribute from the country. The 
tributary cattle ^were brought in and penned in the yard behind 
a gate with powerful stone pillars. A little above the house there 
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was a square watclf-tower. When I say ‘was/ it is still there, Iik% 
the house, but in those days — the early sixteenth or Hte ^fteenth 
century ^when the house and tower were built, the tower was 
a look*ou| place for the soldiery who from there could give early 
notice of any move by the natives to attack the place and 
possibly recover their cattle by force of arms. 

At right angles to this ancient house, which had thick, rough 
stone walls and small windows and a general air of sturdy pre- 
paredness for the worst, they built, in about 1740, another house, 
on the spacious and elegant Georgian pattern, with wide win- 
dows twelve feet high in all the ground floor rooms. Through 
doors on the ground floor or landing you step through a couple 
of centuries from the old part of the house to the new. 

*For more than 130 years, the house was owned by some rich 
Anglo-Irish named Drew. Then, one time in the latter half of 
the nineteenth century, they began to smell something burning, 
politically. revolt, or at least an outbreak here or there, 

seemed imminent, and if it occurred here rather than there, 
what was going to be the position about those huge windows? 
Were they at all defensible against a determined attack by the 
neighbours? It was judged that they were not. Thereupon the 
Drews doggedly set to work to build something more adapted 
to modern conditions of living About half a mile away they 
constructed a replica of a small mediaeval castle, with turrets 
for observation of the enemy, very small windows, and slits to 
shoot through or even, il it came to that, pour boiling oil 
through. It took them over a year to build, and at the civl ot 
that time they moved into it, abandoning their large room full 
of light and air, and settling down in a posture of defence. They 
had decided, in fact, that it was safer to live permanently in, as 
it were, the air-raid shelter. 

I said to Patricia that it seemed odd to take all that trouble. 
Why, for instance, instead of building this other house, and 
living — at least in their own estimation — in serious danger while 
the building was going on, did they not go somewhere else; to 
England, for example? Patricia was surprised. ‘Well, she said, 
‘for one thing, if they'd gone to England they v’’ouldn t have 
known any of the neighbours.' 

When we found it, the house, or rather a c<jrner of it, was 
occupied by an aged man in a rusty black cutaway coat and a 
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fStetson-type hat who gave the impression th4’t he had worked in 
some crpa£ity ^n the Mississippi river* in the nineties. And he 
had, as a matter of fact, been a travelling salesman in Cindnatti. 
He was an energetic old man of great goodwill, Ijut he*Was in no 
position to prop up the house. He lived, for the most part, in one 
room, where the ceiling was still intact, seated under an enor- 
mous crucifix, studying sacred books in Latin. The lower part of 
the house was invaded, not by neighbours now, but by fowl of 
many kinds, and sometimes by cows. 

Very soon after we had taken the house, he died, and tor a 
while it was hard to get anyone to work late around the place 
on account of his ghost. 1 never saw it myself, although I do not, 
in principle, disbelieve in ghosts. But 1 have never been ablej^'o 
understand why it is still so very generally supposed that ghosts 
are malign and therefore alarming. If the person who has now 
become a ghost was benign in life, why should he be sinister on 
his post mortem appearance? I used to argue thus with one or 
two of the workmen who seemed distressed at the thought of 
the old man possibly wandering about the passages. I convinced 
no one, and 1 think they probably supposed 1 was making up all 
this stuff about benign ghosts for the purpose of getting them to 
work overtime. There are, of course, explanations for this 
alarmed attitude towards the dead, to be found in many mytho- 
logies. What is odd is only that this fear should almost univers- 
ally triumph over any other feeling about ghosts. Some ghosts 
are naturally terrifying. At Lep Castle in Ireland there is a ghost 
of a headless sheep which stinks horribly. A dog, confined for 
the night in the room haunted by the sheep, went out of its 
mind and jumped through the window to its death. 

We were just settling into the house when an unpleasant 
thing happened. The U S Senate Committee on Un-American 
activities, or some cognate body, issued its list of the two or 
three hundred most dangerous Reds in the world, and included 
my name. It seemed an uncomfortable thing to have happen to 
one in the heart of Catholic, passionately anti-Communist, 
Ireland. 

There was, obviously, a way to appease everyone— namely by 
taking this American attack as a peg from which to hang a 
violent renunciation and denunciation of the Communists and 
all their works. But this, as I have said earlier, was a thing which 
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I felt it would be both dishonest and undignified to do. 1 did not 
think that anything woi^ld justify anyone saying Aines that* 
would be quoted with approval by, say, Senatoi*McCartny, and 
I am hapijjr to s^y that nobody 1 knew even suggested that I 
should, though an action of that sort on my part would have 
made life rather easier for my Irish friends and acquaintances 
as well as for myself. 

To make any worthwhile statement or generalization about 
just how 'tolerant* or ‘intolerant* is the ‘climate of opinion* in 
the Irish RSpublic, you would need to spend years and years 
getting the evidence — and at that you would probably find at 
the end of it all that you had done grave injustice to some man 
who felt himself spiritually or economically hounded and perse- 
culfed, or else to some nobly fair-minded Roman Catholic priest. 

It is, however, factual, I should suppose, to state that if ’ had 
been living in a village in Bohemia at the time when, a year or 
more later, the Czechoslovak Government denounced me as a 
sinister organizer oi the western Intelligence Services and 
arrested several score people in Prague for the crime of having 
once met and talked with me. I should have been subjected to 
a lot more inconvenience than I was in Youghal after that 
Senatorial denunciation. 

Indeed in Youghal I was subjected to no more inconvenience 
than a dubious look here and there, and eager looks from those 
who felt that a certain amount of drama had been injected into 
the situation. The way I like garlic, the Irish like drama. It is no 
use people telling me that too much garlic sp‘>ils some fuiyd; I 
daresay they are right, but I have never been able to get too 
much garlic, and mostly not enough. The Irish seem to feel that 
it is hard to get enough drama. Presence of a dangerous Red 
provides drama, regardless of what you feel about this sub- 
versive fellow personally. I am sure there arc many people who 
would rather have a murderer in town, to observe and talk 
about, than a person who provided no food for thought and 
conversation. 

One or two little informers had an unusually good time. They 
would sit in the secret 'snug' which almost all Irish bars have, 
taking note of my conversation with these and those in the 
public bar. It gave them a justification, one might say, for their 
existence. 

C.T.L . — fi 



19,4 CROSSING THE LINE 

With no harm done to me, the plot and*conspiracy of wliich 
I might be the centre kept going for months — even for a couple 
of years. It wfs the Freemasons who formed the hitherto mis- 
sing link. Personally, I have never been sure ^heth^ there are 
any Freemasons in Youghal at all. But, as I have remarked 
before, every politician and every political or religious organiza- 
tion needs a Devil. In a country where there is only the tiniest 
minority of Protestant opposition to the Roman Catholic 
Church, a Devil is more necessary than usual. It must be that, 
though the Protestants are few in numbers, and outwardly weak, 
yet they have a power of secret organization, through the Free- 
masons, which renders them nevertheless a menace There were 
said to be four of these menacing Freemasons in Youghal. At 
one period of my life in that town, it was noted by alert people 
in search of drama that sometimes a certain well-known Prot- 
estant would meet me in the street, draw me discreetly aside, 
and press into my hand a document or documents. It was fairly 
evident what was happening. This Protestant, clearly, must be 
an agent of the Freemasons. The Freemasons, of course, were 
using the whole Protestant Church as a front organization. But 
who was using the Freemasons as a front organization? Unques- 
tionably the Kremlin. And here was Mr Cockbum, attested 
Kremlin agent, getting from this go-between reports from the 
Freemasons on how the evil work was progressing. 

1 could almost have wished it had been so. For, as I pointed 
out when I heard the story, the ‘go-between’ — though he cer- 
tainly was the sexton of the Protestant Church — ^was also the 
local process-server. He handed out the writs to people who 
were being sued and were supposed to appear in court. Those 
were the documents which, as a result of high expenses and low 
earnings during our first year or two in Ireland, he all too often 
had to press, as discreetly as possible, into my hand. 

Being true, and susceptible of demonstration, this explanation 
of mine was annoying to many. It knocked a piece of drama 
right out of the middle of the situationi 

For a long time, the only people who seemed at all seriously 
interested in my real or imagined activities were the people at 
the Special Branch of the Criminal Investigation Department at 
Scotland Yard — or perhaps their interest was prodd^ by M I 5. 
That was all natural enough — ^it is the business of people in such 
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orgsmizations not toiielieve in the existence of the needle unless 
someone has obviously tried to hide it in a haystacic? It^would 
have been very little use seeking to persuade them that even in 
this day and age it is not impossible that a man may decide that 
there is something unsatisfactory about his way of life, decide, 
therefore, to quit the Daily Worker and the Communist Party, 
and take up some other form of activity. I used to hear a good 
deal about their interest in me from some members of the Garda 
in Cork whom I knew. Once, one of these men asked me if I 
would be good enough to step round to the Garda barracks in 
Cork and give them a little help. I need not, of course, he said, 
answer any questions, but it would be kind of me to do so. 

It then appeared that a query, I gathered of a pressing nature, 
had come from Scotland Yard. The Yard, was aware, said the 
message, that I had recently travelled to London, and that I had 
travelled by boat and rail from Cork via Fishguard to Padding- 
ton. So far sc "nod But by what means, the Yard wanted to 
know, had I travelled the thirty miles from Youghal to Cork 7 

The Cork men said, rather apologetically, that naturally they 
liked to do their opposite numbers at Scotland Yard a good turn 
when they could Furthermore, they supposed that by institut- 
ing wide enquiry in Youghal, they might be able to find out 
whether, on that day a month or so ago, I had taken the train, 
or the bus, or had hired a car — or perhaps been driven to Cork 
by a friend. 

I said I would try hard to remember, and would they in the 
meantime be thinking what particular form of mania could 
have induced the people in London to make such an enquiry 
at all. 

I thought and thought, but could not for the life of me recall 
what vehicle I had used for that journey. And they thought and 
thought, and could not for the life of them conceive why Scot- 
land Yard should give a damn what sort of vehicle it was. Could 
they suppose I had a secret aeroplane? 

As one of the Gardat said, ‘Isn’t it just awe-inspiring to think 
of all those fellows over there worrying about did you take the 
bus or the train? They’ve always told me your police are 
wonderful.’ 

In view of all this, it occurred to me some tii^e later to ask 
Mr Erskine ChUders, then Irish Minister of Posts and Telegraphs, 
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, whether my telephone was tapped in Irelihd as it always had 
been i^ Eifglan^. The moment I had aslfed the quesiton I thought 
perhaps it had not been in the best possible taste to introduce 
shop talk of this kind at that time and place. Th» time was 
about four in the morning, and the place a champagne bar in a 
huge tent in a deep glen of the Wicklow mountains where a 
very fine party was in progress to celebrate the twenty-first 
birthday of our hostess’s eldest son. 

However, Mr Childers seemed to think my question natural 
enough. He said he thought no, my telephone was not tapped. 
He said he had a list of tapped numbers somewhere, and 
anxiously slapped the back pockets of his tail-coat in a gesture 
of exquisite courtesy, as though to indicate that he had indfed 
been remiss in not carrying the list about in his dress-clothes in 
case of meeting someone who wanted to know was he on it or 
not. ‘I don’t remember ever seeing your name,’ he said earnestly. 
There is a small group of homosexuals in Tipperary that the 
Guards are keeping a very careful eye on. But 1 don’t think 
they’re worrying about you.’ 

He had his back to the tent’s entrance and, as he said these 
words, did not see, as I did, a two-seater sports car being driven 
furiously from the lawn outside into the tent, the driver shouting 
threats of death and destruction to all. Although fortunately 
checked by the edge of the dancing-floor, raised a few inches 
above the lawn, the car, at reduced speed, came on, and seemed 
likely to mow down everyone standing by the champagne bar. 
1 leapt at Mr Childers and dragged him aside with such violence 
that we both almost toppled to the ground, and I felt sure that 
in that instant he was reflecting that it might have been more 
prudent to have kept a closer eye on me, too. 

As things turned out, few were hurt by the angry man in the 
car, though many were dismayed by the occurrence, and in par- 
ticular the members of the Garda who had turned out in 
considerable force to police the affair, and done so efficiently, 
but had, understandably it seemed to me', not taken any special 
precautions against one of the guests using his car as a projec- 
tile against the others. Looking over the situation In the first 
light of dawn, the head of the local Guards said to me, 'D’you 
know what it/akes to deal with modern life, Mr Cockburn?’ 

I said 1 did not. 
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'It takes.’ said hi, ‘the brains of Gladstone and the balls of . 
Munster Fusilier.' 

It was a sage statement, and you felt that these symbols of 
supreme *intelle«tual and physical powers could hardly be 
bettered. 

Despite the interest of Scotland Yard, it was happily nearly a 
year before I heard the voice of London demanding a public 
statement of what I was up to. It interrupted a conversation I 
was having with my father-in-law about Sir Roger Casement. 

Across a couple of pages of a recent biography of Sir Roger 
Casement fleets the figure of ‘a certain Major Arbuthnot’, offer- 
ing as he does so a glimpse of what emerges as one of the few 
hjiimane characters on stage during the savage last act of that 
terrifying melodrama. 

He was my wife's father and it was in his house in Youghal, 
where Raleigh used to live and Spenser wrote part of the Faerie 
Queen, th..^ v\.. Ind previously stayed for some months while 
we looked for a house of our own And as 1 came to know the 
Major well, I had come to feel that luck, which had played so 
many dirty tricks on Casement, had, at the very last moment, at 
least tried to profler Casement a consolation prize by arranging 
for this civilised man to appear 

The biography tells how, when the friends and relatives of 
Casement are being driven from pillar to post, unable to force 
from the wooden-faced bureaucrats, some stupid, some sadistic, 
some Ignorant, even where the prisoner is being kept, this 
‘certain Major’ suddenly comes on to the scene, tells them where 
Casement is — namely in the Tower — and tells them, as a matter 
of urgency, that before they think of politics or the ’egal posi- 
tion or anything else, they must get him new clothes. Casement 
in the Tower was wearing the same clothes in which he had set 
out in the submarine from Germany, and the Major had that 
kind of simple human intuition which reminds you that there 
are times when a change of clothes can be more important to a 
man than patriotic feiVour or the prospect of death. 

As a Major of the Scots Guards, doing a turn of duty at the 
Tower, Major Arbuthnot was in persona' charge of Casement. 
He was the genuine kind of High Tory who believes that orders 
and regulations and forms in triplicate are prt^ably all very 
well for keeping the machine running, and preventing other 
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people from getting out of hand, but should be ignored by 
people l|ke fiimself if they happen to inferfere in any way with 
what seems to him good to do at the time. 

There were strict orders from on high that no one.*not even 
of his closest relatives, was to be allowed to interview Casement 
without the presence of the officer on duty. Political plotting 
was feared. But Major Arbuthnot was. so to speak, socially con- 
ditioned against pa)dng much attention to those 'on high’ — 
particularly if they happened to be, in his far &opi humble 
opinion, a lot of incompetent and probably corrupt politicians 
on the make. His chief interest in them was to wonder how on 
earth they had got there, and since his view of politics was that 
of an eighteenth-century landowner, the answer came to him in 
one word — ^jobbery. 

Thus, when the relatives of Casement begged for a little time 
alone with him, the Major broke all regulations and granted the 
request. 

Some of Casement’s last hours after his ccmdemnation and 
before his execution were occupied in conversation with this 
same Major who, partly because to do so was, for him, artistic- 
ally irresistible, and partly to ease the loathsome relationship of 
prisoner and warder, spent the time making a portrait of the 
doomed Casement, and discussing it with him in a manner to 
suggest that after all there are more interesting things in life for 
civilized men to think about than the circumstance of one of 
them getting hanged for alleged treason. 

It seemed to me when Major Arbuthnot told me about it — I 
had noticed the Casement portrait on the wall of the library at 
Myrdc Grove where we were sitting — one of the few alleviating 
episodes in an otherwise wholly horrible series of events. But 
despite the interest of the story, I have to admit that my atten- 
tion was a little distracted by the fact that all the time on a table 
beside us was lying a telephone receiver through which a distant 
voice at intervals clacked, screeched and seemed to implore. 

1 suppressed my ouriosity about the disregarded telephone 
receiver until the end of the Casement story, but at length asked 
the Major whether he noticed that the receiver was off the cradle 
and that someone seemed wishful to talk with him? 

*Oh that,’ he ^id comfortably, ’that’s the Doily Express office 
in London. They rang up an hour or so ago wanting me to tell 



IN A FAR COUNTRY 


/I 99 

thtai whether youthad joined the Roman Githolic Church. They 
thought, too, 1 might supply them with some comments on my 
son-in-law, the formerly notorious ex-Red. AvJfully intrusive.’ 

Althoi^h he Qould affect, at a moment's notice, the attitude of 
the aloof aristocrat who hardly knows what a newspaper is, 
and in any case deplores the existence of ‘the popular press,’ 
Major Arbuthnot had, in point of fact, once worked on a part- 
time basis for the Daily Express. At that time, shortly before the 
death of a relative who later left him a quarter of a million, but 
was taking some time about it, he found himself rather pressed 
for money. He was a friend of Mr Blumenfeld, the Managing 
Editor of the Express, and, from discussion between them and (1 
suppose) many others, emerged the notion of the original Beach- 
A)xnber colunrn. The Major was, I think, the first Beachcomber 
— at any rate he edited and to a large extent wrote the column at 
an early period, when it had the character of a humorous 
column of satire and gossip 

Unlike most people today, he believed m the reality of 
unearned income as something to be relied upon, but felt uneasy 
about earnings. He thought that once you were in the position 
of earning money— except of course in the Army or Navy — 
’they’ would somehow contrive to do you out of your pay. He 
therefore made an arrangement with Mr Blumenfeld that his 
money was to be paid in cash as soon as each Beachcomber 
column was completed. He would finish the column, collect the 
money from the cashier, and get a taxi to Paddington where, on 
the days when he was working in Fleet Street, he had a special 
train awaiting him so that he could be sure to reach Windsor in 
time to go on guard duty at the Castle. 

He had also, since 1912, been a regular contributor to the 
Morning Tost, so that his pretended astonishment at the ’intru- 
siveness’ of journalists was not very convincing. 

He was, however, genuinely anxious to save me from annoy- 
ance. And as one who knew something of the newspaper busi- 
ness it pleased him to think of the face of the man at Ae other 
end of the telephone. When they had first rung him up he had 
expressed enthusiasm — asked them just to hang on while he 
went and fetched his ’notes’, speaking of these non-existent 
notes in a manner which suggested that for months past, ever 
since my arrival, he had been assembling some^ery juicy com- 
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ments on me. Then he had simply laid dovwn the receiver, pot- 
'tered aboitt the garden, and finally reij^urned to talk with me 
about Casement. 

The Dublin correspondent of the Express hs^ji, as a^matter of 
fact, already rung me up — also wishing to know whether I had 
been received into the Roman Catholic faith or was aiming to be 
so received. News editors have an occupational tendency to 
believe that anything that has recently happened is due to 
happen again, and since two prominent Communist journalists, 
one in New York and the other in London had warned out of 
Communism into Roman Catholicism, they thought I must be 
going to do the same thing. Also, no doubt, they were victims of 
the widespread popular fallacy that there is some mysterious 
affinity between the Roman Catholic Church and the Co-ii- 
munist Party. Just what this affinity is supposed to be 1 have 
never been able to ascertain, unless it be the existence, in both 
organizations, of a certain discipline — a fact apparently so 
alarming and sensational to some that it overshadows every- 
thing else. 

1 had been on the, so to speak, intrusive end of the telephone 
often enough to know that if you give a good newspaperman an 
inch he is capable of giving you half a column of hell, so 1 told 
the Dublin correspondent ‘No comment, no story.' Nevertheless, 
he insisted that he should drive the 150 miles or so from Dublin 
to see me. 1 urged him, as one newspaperman to another, to 
consider whether he would be able to justify the expense 
account, and he said the London office was crazy about the story 
and he thought he had better come on down. 

The Major finally put the receiver on its cradle and we went 
and sat in the pond garden, confident that if they rang again and 
the eloquent Irish butler answered it the resulting confusion 
would be enough to baffle even the skilled men of the Daily 
Express. 

But in the town that afternoon I was suddenly cornered by the 
Dublin correspondent with two cars — the second of them a 
Dublin taxicab filled with a photographer and his apparatus. 
The correspondent proved to be a very nice man indeed and 
when, after some drinks off the record, he said it was a pity that 
I still kept saying ‘No comment, no story’, I began to feel badly 
about his expeiise sheet. 
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I cautiously ampTified^my remarks, and in exchaijge for my* 
mild co-operation he agreed to let me off the photographer. 
Unfortunately this photographer was tremendously keen and 
energetic, •and possibly had had a slight overdose of American 
newspaper films and seemed to think that he was being done out 
of his big moment. He pretended to agree to the *no pictures’ 
arrangement, but lurked. And when the correspondent went off 
to Dublin the photographer pursued me up hill and down dale. 

1 ducked*him, and reached my house by a secret route, but a 
half-hour later heard imprecations and general upioar. Rushing 
to an upper window I saw that a girl who at that time worked 
with us had suddenly espied the keen young man squatting in 
sejijii-concealment just inside the bark gate, his camera trained 
on the house. With a vague idea that he must be up to no good 
— invasion of landed privacy by vulgar Anglo-Saxon press, per- 
haps — she had snatched up a pitchfork which chanced to be 
resting agaiiioL lue stable wall, and charged. 

I was alarmed, partly because I thought it might be disadvan- 
tageous for me if the Express got a picture of my landed privacy 
being defended with a pitchfork, and partly for the more altruis- 
tic reason that I knew, as the photographci did not, that she was 
a powerful athlete and if she got anywhere near him with that 
pitchfork he was dime for. 

I yelled so loud that he retreated just in time. He continued 
however to lurk in the roadway until moved on by a local Garda 
who knew nothing of newspapers and cared less, and supposed 
him to be loitering with intent. 

I was happy to see later that the Dublin coi respondent had got 
enough material to sweeten his expense account. It filled the 
William Hickey column, and made me sound fairly mysterious, 
without being embarrassing. 

It made my house sound rather bigger than it really was, my 
whole establishment more imposing. And I much admired who- 
ever wrote the column for being, I should say, the first man who 
ever made a bicycle sound a shade sinister. ‘For tiansport to 
Youghal,' he wrote, ‘Mr Cockburn rides a bicycle.’ In the 
context, the reader might well wonder wha: sort of a blind this 
was. Perhaps behind those mysterious walls lurked an armoured 
Mercedes, not to be used ‘for transport to Youghalu but for some 
less avowable purpose. 

C,T.L. — o 




Something new 


I N a fable of R. L. Stevenson, the old man says to the young 
man, ‘Why are you weeping?' ‘I am weeping for my sins/ 
says the young man. Months later, they meet again, and^the 
young man is still weeping. ‘Why arc you weeping now?' asks 
the old man. ‘I am weeping because 1 have nothing to eat.' ‘I 
thought it would come to that/ says the old man. 

The first task, not easy, was to prevent it coming to that. We 
had reached the island and ‘the natives,' as explorers say, 'were 
friendly.' But from where we sat, it looked as though it would 
be a hard climb to reach the essential coconuts. During my long 
years as a 'red' political journalist, all other connections with the 
journalistic and literary world had slowly but inevitably broken 
down. And it was not difficult to surmise that if I now appeared 
waving some kind of new leaf and asking to be paid to write on 
it, there would be considerable askance-looking by many. Every 
agent, publisher and Editor will truthfully tell you how import- 
ant it is to build up a name. But the two names I had built up 
reeked of politics and subversion. It was necessary to act as 
though one were twenty-one years old, just down from Oxford, 
and trying to break into, as the saying goes, the writing game. 

(The only alternative was to write the familiar 50,000 words 
entitled ‘My fifteen years in a Snakepit' which would certainly 
shake the coconut trees but would be otherwise undesirable. 
'Nec propter vitam vivendi perdere causas/ my father used to 
quote from Juvenal when the possibility from time to time arose 
of doing something lucrative but distasteful. It had been, as I 
recall, a somewhat alarming principle for his dependants — ^we 
thought that once in a while we would not mind seeing him 
taking a chai7,ce on losing the ‘reasons for living' and just live.) 
Salvation came in the shape of Mr Richard Bennett, at that 
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time editor of the monthly magazine Lilliput. He like^ my writ- 
ing, and had no political' inhibitions. At the samt time, h* and I 
believed — ^we may, of course, have been wrong — that some 
backward Individual on the business side of Lilliput, might 
not like to have a person of my background writing for their 
paper. 1 became Kenneth Drew. The necessity for writing pseu- 
donymously became still more apparent after I had made some 
financial calculations and reckoned that, at the rate Lilliput paid 
in those days. 1 would need to get at least two pieces into the 
magazine every month, and sometimes more. Without cast-iron 
pseudonyms that was going to raise a lot of eyebrows. 

So 1 was not only Kenneth Drew but James Helvick and a man 
ca^ed Patrick Cork and, I seem to remember. Hector Hamish or 
somebody of similar name, and a couple of others as weP Coco- 
nuts thudded down, sparsely but just adequately. Later, Hulton 
Press launched a new weekly called Leader, which was under- 
stood to be going to icvolutiomze Biitish weekly journalism, and 
Drew— I think it was he— wrote a long series of articles for it. 
It was a good paper, and 1 dare say it would have revolutionized 
British journalism if given the chance. 

But one of the cuiscs of contemporary BrTish journalism is 
the inci easing power and influence of a lot of people who know 
nothing about journalism, but have persuaded numerous pro- 
prietors and shareholders that they are in possession of statistical 
gadgets and Geiger counters which, properly read, reel oft the 
news of what the public wants. They conduct polls. Thr_> make 
surveys of 'representative groups’. They dip their thermometers 
into the water as assiduously as attendants at a thermal bath. 
Then they go to the proprietors or the advertising managers and 
report that three per cent, of men earning more than £i,8oo 
annually are allergic to science fiction, or crazy to read more 
about yachting or love. Naturally they get the right answer some 
of the time, though no more often than people using common 
and intuition instead of statistics and polls. But since every- 
one has an eerie awareries.s that he does not really know what 
the public wants, anyone who appears with a definitive and 
didactic statement on the subject is reassur ig. 

The result, all too often, is a kind of paralysis of the editorial 
will. An editor has no business to be worrying himielf sick about 
what the public wants. He should be thinking about perfecting 
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and producing what he wants and then making the public want 
it, toa. liie cqritrary principle can produce a situation like that 
existing at the kind of ‘progressive' school where nobody tells 
the boys and girls what they ought to be at, and these pupils live 
in a confusing and, ultimately, mind-destroying vacuum — no 
orders, no order, no standards, no compulsive framework, no 
guidance, but instead a lot of pestering questions from teachers, 
designed to ascertain whether the pupils would like more 
cinematography in the curriculum, or would prefer that more 
time be given to Physics, Old English or Advanced Salesmanship. 

Somebody proved that Leader was appealing to the wrong 
income groups, so that despite the energy and ability of its Editor, 
Sydney Jacobson, who fought hard to save the paper from m^ed- 
less extinction, and to give it at least a fighting chance, I learned 
in Ireland that there were not going to be any next six months — 
they were folding it up immediately. 

In Heet Street today this kind of thing is going on all the time 
— not necessarily in the extreme form of closing an entire paper 
on the strength of the statistical men's thermometer readings — 
but in terms of intiusion by these figure-stuffed bath attendants 
upon editorial responsibility. They tend to unnerve the editor as 
he tries to get on with the real job of giving the public the 
courage of his convictions. 

A guest at my -house wrote, at this time, in the visitors' book, 
a description of what he called the Literary Colony at Youghal. 
He claimed to have met Frank Pitcairn, ex-correspondent of the 
Daily Worker— a. grouchy, disillusioned type secretly itching to 
dash out and describe a barricade. There was Claud Cockburn, 
founder and editor of The Week, talkative, boastful of past 
achievements, and apt, at the drop of a hat, to tell, at length, 
the inside story of some forgotten diplomatic crisis of the 1930's. 
Patrick Cork would look in — a brash little number, and some- 
thing of a professional Irishman, seeking, no doubt to live up to 
his name. James Helvick lived in and on the establishment, 
claiming that he needed quiet together with plenty of good food 
and drink to enable him to finish a play and a novel which soon 
would bring enough money to repay all costs. In the background, 
despised by the others as a mere commercial hack, Kenneth 
Drew hammered away at the articles which supplied the neces- 
sities of the colony's life. 
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Theoretically, the slow building of contacts and mending of 
fences required at least four or five visits to London ^ach year, 
but it was evident that such visits often resulted in an expense 
of £ioo to earn £150. Besides, I did not want to go to London 
more than*was aBsoluteiy necessary, and when I did so always 
returned to Ireland with a sense of elation and relief as the boat 
docked or the plane landed. At that time I found it difficult to 
communicate with English people, more difficult than usual. 
Ireland, for all its ‘othcr-ness' and its moments of fantasy, had 
begun to seem moie real, or at least more intelligible, than 
England. 

While Drew was keeping things afloat with his articles, 1 — as 
James Helvick— did in fact write a play and send it to Patrick 
HiyniUon who telegraphed warm praise and took it to a leading 
manager. I was all for dashing to London and talking to the man 
about it, but Mr Hamilton’s advice was not to ‘rush things'. This 
not rushing took a couple of months, duiing which it was under- 
stood that, aiiiicugh nothing seemed to be .actually happening, 
things were going well. At the beginning of the summer I had to 
be in London and twice had a drink with this manager, and it 
was deemed that at our next meeting I might venture to mention 
the play. Mr Hamilton told me a discouraemg story about a 
playwright who had been forced to live, night and day for nearly 
two years in the bar .u Claridge’s because this manager had 
talked with him theie and said, ‘Eor he.ivcn’s sake don’t move 
until you hear from me.’ 

All winter there was a crisis in the theatre and to rush things 
just then would have been more fatal than ever. But ther' came 
a day when Mr Hamilton was going to stay with the manager 
for a golfing week-end in Surrey. He was going to take the script 
of my play in his golf bag. I was in London for a couple of days, 
and at about five on the Saturday afternoon Mr Hamilton was 
on the telephone from some outlying part of the managerial 
home to report that the game had been fine, the manager was in 
a goexi mood, receptive. Half an hour later the news was that 
the manager was lying on a sofa in the living-room with a drink 
beside him and the script actually on his lap. On a rug. ‘On,’ I 
said, ‘or under?’ Mr Hamilton dashed ba^’x to the living-rexjm 
to make sure. 

Presently the telephone communicated the t^ific piece of 
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intelligence that the man was actually reading the script* and 
had twice^ audibly exclaimed, ‘This is j^loody good stuff.’ 

As i, result, #he manager sent the script to his chief reader, 
whose report 1 saw. It said that the play was fine, very funny 
dialogue, an original situation, bound to appeal to the stalls and 
make money. I was back in Ireland when I heard this, and in our 
house there were rejoicings. Indeed, we bought a rather expen- 
sive hunter on the strength of it, and I went off to London again 
to sec the manager. 

He was geniality itself — the play was very funny, and his 
reader thought so too. 

1 was just starting a little speech saying how glad I was that 
he was taking it because there was no theatrical management 
in London 1 admired more, when he mentioned that of cours? it 
was not by any means the kind of play he was looking for at 
the moment — good, but not what he wanted. As I was leaving 
the room he came all the way round his desk to clasp my hand. 
It was very moving. With his disengaged hand he picked up a 
brown-paper backed copy of some play by somebody else, and 
said, '1 want you to have that.’ I supposed 1 looked contused, 
stunned by the grandeur of the gesture. ‘I mean,’ he said 'I am 
giving it to you to keep.’ 

I thought of the new hunter now faced, like the other horses, 
with imminent starvation, and took my play to another mana- 
ger. He congratulated me on a fine play with very amusing 
dialogue. 1 was just saying I was so glad he, of all people, was 
going to put it on because there was no management in London 
1 admired more, when he remarked that, fine as it was, it was 
not at all the kind of thing he was looking for just at the 
moment. As 1 was leaving, he gave me two stalls for a play he 
had on. 

A. part of the next few months was spent in getting to know 
a Mr X in whose judgment Mr Y, the great theatrical manager, 
had implicit faith. ‘If X likes it,’ they said, ‘you’re home and 
dry,’ Mr X said it was wonderful, very .amusing dialogue, and 
then went to hospital for some weeks. When X came out, Mr Y, 
overstrained by having had to carry on without Mr X’s judg- 
ment, had a nervous breakdown and went to hospital for some 
weeks. When he came out, Mr X said he would give him the 
play to read,«»but without mentioning his own opinion: he 
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waijted Y*s unbiased judgment, in which he hSd implicit faith. 
Mr Y read it and said it was fine, but he did not care to do any-, 
thing about it unless he could have X*s opiniqp. Bift unfor- 
tunately had gone to the United States on an extended trip. Y 
went on So talk Appreciatively of the nerve hospital where he 
had been, and I dare say if I had stayed with him a little longer 
he would have told me not to hesitate to use his name if ever I 
felt the need of accommodation there. 

1 thought that while awaiting further developments on the 
theatrical front, and keeping Kenneth Drew’s nose to the grind- 
stone, I might get somewhere by taking one theme from the play 
and turning it into a novel. Beat The Devil, by, of course, James 
Helvick. By the time the novel was written and published in 
Bytain and the United States, it could certainly be said that 
things were definitely not going so well. 

Our house in Ireland began to look more and more as though 
it had been invented by Somerville and Ross. Since we had not 
yet linishcd y i; irg for the earlier structural repairs we could 
scarcely get the contractor to embark on a new series. Odd job 
men did their best, but the task was too great to be handled on 
a ‘do-it-yourself basis, and rain poured through the roof and 
ceilings. 

The sexton-process-server, supposed link between Cominform 
and Freemasonry , was out to sec me repeatedly. And the men 
wandering about the grounds were not guests or employees, but 
sheriff’s officers, mentally pricing the horses and threatening to 
drive them off and sell them. 

By great good luck, we decided that since there appear ^ d to be 
nothing we could immediately do about this situation, the sen- 
sible thing to do was to let the process-server and the Sheriff's 
men carry on as best they could, and accept an invitation to 
stay, for the Dublin Horse Show week, with Lady Oranmore at 
her house in the Wicklow mountains. It was a big house party, 
and my pleasure was particularly great when I heard that my 
old friend Mr John Huston, film director, was coming. 

He arrived in Dublin very late one night, and joined our party 
at a Hunt Ball there. At about four o'clock or five o’clock in the 
morning, around the time people start su pping to the waist and 
jumping off the balconies blowing hunting horns, I started to 
talk to Mr Huston about my novel. At such a |ime, I was well 
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awdre, Mr Huston would prefer to talk, for instance, altout 
, horses in their many aspects : things to hunt foxes on, things to 
put yoj/r lAonejj on. 

However, he is a volatile man and 1 was afraid he might sud- 
denly get a telephone call from Beverly Hill's and ily off to 
Hollywood before anyone was awake after the ball. 

Something of the kind nearly did happen a day or two later, 
because after he had promised to read it 1 found I had forgotten 
to bring a copy with me. At the last moment I found, and rudely 
snatched back, a copy which I had recently inscribed, in terms 
of the sinf erest admiration and affection, to our hostess. She said 
it seemed rather sad to have been in possession of a tribute like 
that for such an unexpectedly short time, but surrendered the 
book for the good of the cause. Then I seemed to remember th»t 
Mr Huston — when travelling without benefit of secretary — 
might very likely lose just one copy. Just as he was leaving for 
the airport, I found that there was another copy in the house — 
warmly inscribed to Mr Terence Kilmartin. He, too, acted for 
the good of the cause, and I threw the two copies into Mr 
Huston’s car as it started up the driveway. 

Mr Huston is a good friend and proved it when he started to 
read the book the moment he got to London. Two days later I 
had a guarded message from his secretary to say that he was so 
absorbed in it that he had had a bad fall as a result of reading it 
while walking dow/i stairs. 

A week later he was back in Dublin. Mr Huston is one of those 
blessed men who, if they like your work, say so clearly and 
repeatedly. Such men know that, like Wilde, an author can stand 
any amount of flattery provided it is gross enough. Nor was his 
praise inhibited by any niggling fear that he was putting the 
price up. His own affairs were, as I understood it, in a consider- 
able financial tangle at the time — it was, I think, just before the 
enormous gamble he had taken on African Queen paid off. He 
and Humphrey Bogart had a company called Santana which 
could buy the film rights of the book and arrange major financing 
for it afterwards. He said there was an ideal part for Bogart in 
Beat The Devil. 

Thinking of my experiences with the theatrical managers, I 
imagined that about now there would be a long pause during 
which, for weeks on end, nothing would happen of a character 
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satisfactory to cre(?itors and Sheriffs. Our enthusiastic conversa- 
tion took place at breakfast in Dublin. While I was t£\Jking to hii 
wife, he was scribbling something. It was, I fo»nd a litfle later, 
a long cable to Mr Bogart in Hollywood, speaking in glowing 
terms of the book, advising him to buy the American edition 
instantly, and assiu-ing him that in Huston’s opinion they should 
buy the rights immediately too. 

Partly for the purpose of talking about the possibilities of the 
screen play, partly because he wanted to ride in new country, 
we arranged that the Hustons should come down to Youghal at 
once and stay with us for a couple of weeks. From Mr Huston’s 
hotel room, 1 rang up our home. The number was unobtainable. 

1 became flustered. Mr Huston sat on the bed, watching me with 
sardonic sympathy, 

‘It's happened to all of us before,’ he said softly. 

He was the kind of man who knew from experience how easy 
it can be to run into a situation where the authorities cut off 
your telepnonc on account of the payments being long overdue. 

At Youghal we had to keep our hats on part of the time as we 
talked about the screenplay, because of the leaks in the roof. 
Meantime, the local post office was handling some of the longest 
telegrams .seen in tho.se parts since the E.'’ster Rising — cables 
between there and Beverly Hills. Finally a firm offer came — for 
a larger sum of money than 1 had seen for a very long time 
indeed, if ever. 

‘Look,’ Huston said, ‘this is a firm offer, but in Hollywood 
terms it isn’t so damn big. Not so damn big at all. If )ou hang 
on, and especially if the book goes well in America, you can get 
three or four times that figure.’ 

I said, thinking of many phases of his career and of my own, 
‘Listen, we’ve both of us known times when ten dollars, cash on 
the barrelhead, now, is worth a whale of a lot more than a 
hundred the week after next.’ 

‘If it’s like that,’ said Mr Huston — and considering the drip, 
drip from the roof it w.as not very difficult to note that it was 
just like that — ‘what are we waiting for?’ 

If the hunters and ponies had known what was happening 
they would have danced in their stalls. 

Mr Huston’s purchase provided a breathing-space, a space for 
contemplation of the world at hand, and foi* experimental 
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writing and, so to speak, writing drill, or practice, having ihe 
came purpqse as that of a person learnii^ the piano and playing 
scales (#1 it. Foil me, after that long spell of polemical propa- 
ganda and high-pitched reporting, this type of practice was par- 
ticularly necessary for the purpose of loosening tfte joints, 
.strengthening muscles grown flabby from disuse, and improving 
the ear. 

I went on, of coiirse, writing articles and wrote, too, another 
novel — Overdraft on Glory. It was on a theme which had teased 
and enteitained me for years and years, ever since, just after 
Lindbergh’s Atlantic flight, I had attended preparations for the 
first, and even more dangerous East-West flight. Only one journ- 
ali.st was permitted after all had drawn lots — to go on the 
flight. The chosen one, whom I knew well, was, at that tinie, 
living in a swirl and welter of romantic and sexual complica- 
tions. Until the moment when his name was drawn out of the 
hat, it had appeared that some disastrous explosion must be 
going to take place any minute. A wife or a girl or another girl 
would shoot herself, or some other terrible scandal would occur 
and the man’s career would be ruined. But now the position 
dramatically changed. Within a few hours, this journalist was 
either going to be illuminated by a blaze of glory, world-famous 
as the first journalist to fly the Atlantic, or else — as seemed to 
most observers more probable — ^he was going to be dead in the 
Atlantic ocean. In face of that awe-inspiring situation, how 
could anyone be so petty as to permit the final hours before the 
event to be marred by merely personal passions? In an exhilarat- 
ing mood of exaltation and apprehension, all three of the young 
women concerned in the matter forgave one another, forgave the 
intrepid man. They not only forgave one another everything, 
they each confessed to things the others had never heard about. 
Then they forgave one another for the.se things too. 

It was uplifting, and it reached a noble climax in the bar at the 
airport during the last hour or so before the plane was due to 
take off. Glory, in life or posthumously, was assured, and it 
shone benevolently on all, transfiguring them. At length the 
plane was ready. Final farewells. A couple of hair-raising last- 
minute confessions from our death-or-glory man. The plane left. 
The rest of us went back to the bar for a little more champagne, 
and all raised their voices in assurance of their love and esteem 
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fox one another ai^ the hero. We had been there not more than 
an hour or so when ^ strange rumour swept th^ airport. R 
became a certainty. The plane making the trar*atlantic*attempt 
had been forced to turn back. Serious engine trouble. It landed. 
I could hardly bear to watch my friend as he stepped out on to 
the tarmac and back into this appalling situation. But perhaps it 
was only a brief delay? Death or glory might still be swiftly 
achieved? Not so. The technicians reported a radical defect — it 
would take weeks to find out just what it was, and weeks more 
to correct it, if it ever could be corrected. 

In the years since witnessing that episode, which had all the 
terrifying character of true farce, I had seen the pattern repeated 
over and over again ; sometimes farcically, sometimes comically, 
semetimes even tragically. Wars, of course, reproduce it contin- 
uously. People think they arc on embarkation leave '.nd then 
the battalion stays in England after all. Not always a matter for 
relief. Or, on a nobler plane, a man renounces all to enter a 
monastery and ihc ri finds the monastery will not admit him. The 
pattern repeats itself on a great number of levels. 

I enjoyed writing that book, which got a few ‘rave’ reviews in 
Britain and the United States and then flopped like a shot duck. 1 
agreed with those critics who had acclaimed It. but 1 had to admit 
that my five-finger exercises had evidently not been carried out 
strenuously enough. 1 had failed to convey to most people, includ- 
ing most of the critics, just what air I was trying to play 

An Irish neighbour, to whom 1 had mentioned that, so far as 
sales were concerned, the book had herr, pretty much of a 
failure, made a heartening remark. ‘The way to look at u.’ said 
he, ‘is to think what a wonderful thing it is for anyone living in 
the soporific air of the Blackwater Valley to complete a book at 
all — any book, good, bad or indiiferent. It is amazing to have 
kept awake long enough to do it.’ 

He spoke with earnest sincerity and admiration for my 
achievement. 

‘Look,’ he added, ‘af Edmund Spenser. Walter Raleigh had him 
to stay with him in Youghal here to write the Faerie Queen. 
How much of it did he get done? A few score lines only, so far 
as anyone knows. Then he took to sleeping longer and longer, 
and in the end had to get out of the place before he could even 
begin on the other umpteen thousand verses.’ 
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Apart from the lulling climate of that lovejjr valley, there are 
6ther factojcs which sometimes seem tp make writing in the 
country more arduous, more of a strain on the brain and 
emotions than in the city. What it amounts to is that part of the 
time the writer in the country is subjected to a series of interrup- 
tions — like alarms of foot-and-mouth disease, fences falling 
down, or a catastrophic drop in the market price of turkeys — 
which in the city do not impinge. From these, it is true, 1 was to 
a very large extent protected by Patricia who, in addition to 
being an expert with horses and turning a wilderness of scutch 
grass into a garden a whole family could live on, took other farm 
problems, of which she had no previous knowledge, in her 
stride. 

But when you have shaken off those problems of life in thz 
country, or rather have handed them to someone else, you are 
sitting there thinking, and your skin creeps slightly with the 
sensation that there is absolutely nothing between you and 
eternity — not some eternity in the future, but all round and 
behind you. You have the feeling you had as a child when 
nobody would tell you what there was beyond the place where 
outer space ended. A simple sensation, but eerie, too. 

In our part of Ireland the sensation was heightened for me by 
the awareness one continuously had there of what may be called 
the presence of the past. There are, of course, innumerable 
places where what are called ‘antiquities* are as numerous as 
here. But even in, say, Rome the past seems to me to be keeping 
its distance, and allowing itself to be judged and studied with a 
certain detachment. Here in the country it is not sc. In the story 
circle of the Druid wood at Blarney — a place which perhaps was 
sacred even before the Druids adopted it — you are tumbled, 
almost as though you had been physically pushed, head over 
heels into pre-history. The trees there, forming the grove in 
which is situated the ring of sacred stones, have been demon- 
strated by arboreal experts to be older than any other trees in 
the world, with the exception of the Californian redwoods. The 
grove, and the stones — the fact that this was a sacred place 
thousands of years ago — are, one can hardly doubt, the true 
explanation of the legend of the Blarney stone. Every century 
has had a different account of the origin of the belief in the 
stone’s magical ipowers — explanations which are mystical, reli- 
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gious or matter-o^factually political according to the prevailing 
climate of thought. Bui there would have beer^ no ifegepd about 
the stone's powers if it were not associated with a holy place, 
though i!obody*knows what first made it holy nor how distant, 
primitive and furry were the first worshippers. 

Across one of our fields runs the outline of a rath — a line of 
underground dwellings built, probably, as a fortification and 
defence against early Scandinavian invaders. They, too, had to 
abandon airier ways of living and take to the underground 
shelters, and they seem very close. 

This lurking and sometimes intrusive presence of the past 
might perhaps be supposed to weaken or dull the impact of the 
i^resent. The contrary is the case. This crowding in of history 
serves instead to intensify a consciousness of the pre<;sures and 
contradictions of life and society in the present. 

Perhaps that is why people are so repeatedly moved to discuss 
over and over again the ‘Irish character', or the ‘pattern of Irish 
life', as if there were a uniform character or pattern. It is hard to 
say whether such speculations are more tedious when under- 
taken by Irishmen 01 by eager foreigners. But they do have the 
value of being an acknowledgment of the fact of a peculiar 
obtrusiveness in Ireland of basic problems of life and thought 
which elsewher can be muffled, or forgotten, in a brisk jog-trot 
down well-rutted roads. 

The only pattern of Irish life that I can discern is the pattern 
made by a seiies of diversities and the sharpest contradictions. 
There is no statement that ran be made without it soon becom- 
ing apparent that its opposite is true too. Not that one statement 
is a lie and the other true — ^both are true. It could le said that 
this is the case everywhere, and to pretend otherwise is absurdly 
to exaggerate the peculiar quality and position in the world of 
that island — not its peculiar place in past history, its peculiar 
place now. 

Certainly such contradictions are part of the dialectic of life 
everywhere. The point is not that they exist uniquely in Ireland, 
but that — perhaps because of the physical smallness of the area 
and population — ^they are muffled by u thing. In other words, 
you are forced daily on to your mental toes. You are forced to 
take note that nothing about human life, thought or activity can 
be taken safely for granted. 
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^ In such a situation, all sensibilities are heightened. For 
exampl^, vfhen ^remarked to someone ftiat — ^viewing the devel* 
opment of Communism and the Communist parties, and in par- 
ticular the agonizing development of events in* Hungdiy — ^from 
Ireland, I reacted to them more violently than I probably would 
have from any other watch-tower, he immediately assumed that 
I was alluding to some obscure influence upon me of the 
circumambient Roman Catholic air. 

I meant nothing of the kind — and, indeed, that particular 
atmospheie might possibly have had an opposite effect. I meant 
simply that the ‘other-ness’ and the vivid contradictions of life 
seen in the Irish microcosm must increase one’s awareness, and 
prod one almost brutally from any kind of mental slumber 
which one might ignore the shifting realities of the world. 

You can doze off in that way in England — sometimes in a kind 
of resignation to a situation which at so many vital points 
appears to be out of control by any influence you might help to 
exert. In the United States and the USSR, the habit of the 
mental doze is more dangerously widespread, though the fact 
that millions of people are taking a siesta from original social or 
political thinking is greatly obscured by brilliant technical 
achievements. But, as Professor Blackett, President of the British 
Association for the Advancement of Science, said recently at its 
meeting in Dublin, technology and science cannot take over the 
functions of politics in the widest sense of the word. There 
comes a point where social and political thinking, social and 
political action, have to deal with the human situation, however 
advanced or backward its technological position may be 

Ireland, good and bad and dubious, can be a cure for the 
siesta-habit, a stimulant stronger than any tranquillizer a person 
might be tempted to take. One looks at the world and thinks 
again of Cacambo’s remark to Candide, urging him to take a 
chance on getting into the canoe and going somewhere. ‘For if 
we find nothing pleasant, at least we shall find something new.’ 
A man said to me in some agitation, ‘But suppose the world 
exerts itself to find something new, and then it is horribly, 
abominably unpleasant?’ 

1 said that in my view nothing could possibly be more 
unpleasant than what the world would get if it failed to find 
something new. 



